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READER 


READER, 

Here preſent Thee with the LoYAL 

/ PoEMs that have ſeverally ſcatter'd 
in Print, and ventur'd mzjt of them 

to Peep into the World, even in the Highett 
of Dangers aud worlk of Times ; when 
the wry Peſtilenti:l Air of Pojton'd Sc- 
nates, and Infe&ed Kingdoms rag'd highs 
eſt, and T hreained Fat 1Iloft . being a whol; 
Cotlection of all that au! { look abroad {ince 
the firſt Apparition of all the Popitn Hob 
goblins, either contain'd in, or raiſed by that 
unparallel'd Piece of Difcv: ry the Salaman- 
ca Narrative : Th:t Mafecr- 1ece of Hocus 
Pocus, where the Dextrous Operator "I'eus 
ſo much out-went every little Brother of the 
Shpght of Hand, the Puny Jugicrs of the 
A. 2 AgC ; 


The Preface 


Age ; that whereas Their feebler Art can | 
only ſwallow Knives or Daggers , This 

reater Hi&ius Do&ius, could Gorge Gr 
Diſzorge Fire-Balls and Black-Bills , nay, | 
Squadrons and Armies, either above or be- 
low Ground , and tho with no leſs than three 
Kingdoms for their EpeCators, :ſcarce one 
Engliſh Eye-fight quick enough, or one 
Head-piecc deep enough to detect the Le- 
gerd:main. But that Egyptian ſort of 
Darkneſs being a little over, and our Eng- 
Iiſh Pericranes having either new Brains 

ut in, or cur Old ones new waſht, or ſome: 
thing like it, Thanks to the Gare and Con- 
duct of our Royal Exorciſts, two of the 
Beſt and Wieſt of Kings, who are at pre- 
ſent diſpoſejt of thoſe Popiſh Demons and, 
Spectres , that ſo All-ro-be-Devil'd us, 
whilſt the Fanatical Incantations that rais'd 
them, are both Detected and Baffled : 

T confeſs indeed, that the greateſt part of 
theſe Poems have been of my Own Printing 
and Publication , and truly [ome of them at 
ny little Charge ; That particular Poem, 
called, 


To the Reader, 


called, A Dialogue betwixt the Devil 
and the Ignoramus DoC&tor, fyc. Favmg 


Coſt me little leſs than Forty Pounds. For 


the Worthy Robin Hog, the Engineer of 


the Faction, and the Afiſtant Swearing- 
Maſter io the Great Beuk-blawer Titus ; 
partly in Vindication of the Whig Dagon, 
the Popiſh Plot , was Generouſly pleas'd to 
Out-Law ne? im the Crown-Offce for 
Printing that Dialogue : Together with 
another as Mortal a Crime, in my Weekly 
Intelligence,. Number 60. viz. For pub- 
liſhins the Guild-hall Rioters ; Two Sins 
(let me tell you) enough, either of them alone, 
to pull down bis Severeſt Vengeance, For it 
the firſt place, the Reputation of the Doughty 
Author of Invilible, Commuthons, Screw'd 
Guns, and Silver Bullets, was fo nice. 4 
pot, and ſo tender a Concern to ſo Violent 4 
Plor.Zealor as Robin, that nothing leſs 
than utter Deſtruftion was deſerv'd from him 
by jo Inſulent a Tranſgreſſor as my ſelf, for 
Daring ſo much as to Doubt the Gigantick 
Veracuties of þis /dored Gamaliel Titus, 
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The Preface 

And then for that ſecond, as Hainons 
4 Guile of mine ; my Expoſing the Guild- 
hall Rioters (0þ,Monftrum Horrendum !) 
my Daring to touch the Whig Honour and 
Innocence of thofe Schilm atical Contron- 
ters of Authority ; that under the I{mbr age 
of Berh-lire Sheriffs, and Barnardiſton Ju- 
ries, were lobourins [7 hard in the old Road 
of pit-4e aud 1berty, as to be alnioft 
got up to the of Perch again of monntin? 
Rebels = Thin. nd Monarchs fn 
Scaftolds. My Affrontmg thoſe Dear and 
Darims Repulican B ouceteus im Vindica- 
tn the Honour of the Matchleſs Sir John 
Moore, that molt tnd: ef atig able of Patriots, 
and Beſt of Magiſtrates, whoſe Ever- memo. 
rable Retolution , _y and Succels 

_ almoſt turn'd the whole Ballance . 
aid I may © without Flattery ) ſay Effe@iveh 
Se: cr a even donarchy it ſelf. All this 
[iy was ſo Over-damnable an Offence to the 
L onſritution and Ad 110 ys of | little Robin,that 
'tis not to be wonder d, if it raiſed his Fiorceſ 

and mojt Implacabl: Dudgeon againſi me. 


'FÞ, 
but 


_ 


To the Reader, 


But, alas, thoſe two fore-mentioned Un- 
pardonable Faults alone have not ſuffer'd 
his Severeſt Rebuke, but hkewiſe my Publica- 
tion of the Hue and Cry after Titus Oates 
when turn'd from Whitehall, The Poor 
Priſoners Lamentation for the loſs of 
Sheriff Bethel : Let Oliver now be forgot- 
ten ; With Oates's Manifeſto, or a Dia- 
logue between Titus Oates and the Dr. of 
Salamanca, have all felt the the ſame Laſh, 
and provoked the ſame Mecrtal Indignation 
from him : For, alas, the laſt Attempt, or 
Venture of Unmasking, or Expoſing of Imm- 
polture, Fanaticiſm and Villany ; or the 
leaſt Defence of the Government, Monar- 
chy or Succefſhion , was ſo Capital a Crime 
to the Offended Robin, that he was ever 
preſently upon my Back upon the leaſt Tranſ- 
grefſion of that to0 Criminal kind ; and ne- 
ver left me, till with many a Zealous PufF 
and Blow he was ſure to Lizht the Coals, 
and Burn my Fingers for t. 

Theſe, Gentlemen, have been my Faults, 
and this Proſecut)r my Scourge for them. 
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"24nd truly to give him his duc, and ſhow you 
+ tub the C onfiderable e Figure he has made? in 
* the World ; conſidering the many Misfuriunes 
. that have attended the Garagantua Athda- 
. vit Heroe Titus ; and how the Popith 
Kings-Bench Cloyſter Immured that 
quondam St. Omerian True Proteſtant, 
and Silenced that never to be forgotten 
Oracle , whilſt Poxes, Gibbets, Goals and 
Beggary , and aher fuch hke Acciden- 
tal Mundane Calamites have ſcattered and 
a1ſcomfited the Dugdales, Turberyils,Mac- 
nemaras, Commines, and the reſt of 
the Evidemial Forces ; Conſtdering, I ſay, 
all this Univerſal Defeat and Mortal ity, our 


fingle Robin was reſolved to Supply them 
all ; and as the Terrible Goliah Cham- | 
' pion of the whole Party, ſlept forth with his 


 Fere-head of Brals, and the reſt of his 
Armour of impudence , and with an open: 
 mouth'd Defyance, bellows Death and Dam- 


nati.nto e Tery man that durſt Lucve either | 
* 'Truch , Honour or Honelty. And to 


| ſrew y'u that he wanted neiti cr Conrage nor | 
Condutt | 


— 
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To th... 5<E. | 
Condutt for ſuch an Undertaking, he has 


ſufficiently manifeſted by his long and daily 
Atchievements, his great Abilities in both 
kinds, when dreading neither Evangelilts on 


one Hand, nor Devil on the other, he be- -© 


gan to Swear through Brick- walls no leſs _ 
than two years brfore the DoEtor Swore 
through ſo much as one Key-hole. 

And truly not to be Idle in any Thriving x 
Vocation in the days of Yore, he played Sir - 
William Wallers Jackall, and with a full 
Cry of Popery and Idolatry, hunted d5wn 


' Gold-Cnains and Apoſtle Spoons with him, 


for Beads an Crucifixes, and /d Tacos 


buſſes for Perer-pence ; and jo played at 
Pick-pocketing and Burglaring, under the - 


cloak of True Proteſtant Juſticeing with, 
him, as well as\ the Worſhipful Santlified 
Land-Pyrate bim/elf- By ſuch, and many 
other Feats of Activity, having well lined his 
Pockets, and thereby not a liule pufft up his” 
Pride, be had through long Uſe and Praftice 
Jo far ſurmounted be Silly Punttlliogs of 
Tuſtice and Conſcience, (45 4 thing lo much 
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one Hand, nor Devil on the other, he be- © 
gan to Swear through Brick-walls no leſs . 
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below him) that he bog oled at nothing, tho 
never ſo V illanous, © to gratifie either his 
Interctt or Revenge. And really take all 
thoſe of my Proteiſſion together T ough the 
whole 1own, no man has felt half the weight 
of his Heavy Swearing Hand as my Self 
have done. For though M Malice and Rapine 
gave him þs daily Bread \be has made it his 
reſtleſs and ide fatigable ji udy more particu- 
larly to rume me, then all mankind beſide. 
Nay, not content with Proſocuting me for the 
above nan Di aloguc, and the reſt of thoſe 
Fant and Loyai Pamphlcts, He endea- 
evonred to Blafr my Reputation as much as he 
bad doie my Fore and that two by an im- 
putation a5 Rrdtculous as Impudent \for he Ma- 
licionſly 9jer d to Swear that I bad Printed 
more Whig-Pa umphlets than any other Per- 
ſon in Tas, ſo egregious a prece of Forgery, 
that nothms but a Countenance as fi celed ns 
on own, could ever harve mented. 

»- Readers, I now bes zour Pardan for 
Trois you with no: bing but Complanits 
and Grievances 5: Mt unreliſhing Subjcet for 
a 


*  * OI een any h4 
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To the Reader, 


a Preface, had not my long load of Suffer- 
ings extorted them from me, and made them 
thus publick for the Vindication of my 
Loyalty, a part where no Man is wounded, 
without ſome Exclamation at the ſmart. 

But that he hath not done this without the 
hopes of Reward, is a plain Caſe , for an 
Eminent Ignoramus- Jury-man ( lately 
Apprebended) publickly preſented him with 
66]. I2S 4 d. m the ſpace of A few 
Months , beſides divers private Guifts f-om 
the Party for his great Service done them. 

Howerver, 1 ſhould not hazve dwelt ſo 
long upon ſo Inconſiderable a Varlet as this, 
had it not been to ſhow how Capritious ſome 
mens Fortunes are, that even ſo inconſide- 
rable a Varlet, ſhould g1-ve [9 great a ſtroke 
towards any mans Ruine. But Shame and 
Scorn- have at laſt over-taken him: For he 
's turn'd out of his Imploymeut with Diſ- 
grace, and Deſpijed by all Mankind, which 
m a great meaſure vath eaſed the Pain of 


Your Humble Seryanr, 


NarT. THOMPSON. 
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THE 


VVAKING VISION; 


O R, 
REALITY in a Fancy. 


ST was walking, reading ina Book, 
Of ail the Plots that Fe/ had undertook, 
VEtought | heard a ſudden murmuring Rout, 
And cu:ious to behold , I fac'd about ; 
When ſoon the Croud did to my ſight appear, 
With a young Hero (talking in the Rear. 
Their Leader was an old man, known too well 
By that falle traiterons name Achztophel : 
He fac'd about, and waving round his Wand, 
' Thecringing Rout ſtood ſtill upon's command, 
. Licwenant Abſolom torſook the Rear, 
And (trutting forward, did 1th* Front appears 
Thus fixt 10 their Array, the firſt that broke 
The filence, was Achitophel 5 who (poke 
With roaring voice, and viſage molt auſtere, 
When to his Eccho all the Rout gave car : 
A'l big with expectations, till the bold 
Snake-like Achitophel this (tory told. 
Incednottell you of the cale betwixt ye, 
If you remember Forty eight and Sixty : 


B How 


=== = ———__— Z 


IT EIA 
—_ - 
EEE === 


A. 


il 
j 
f 
04 
il 
it 
i 


— C—E_—__=—_ CELDT == —_— 
k 


CCD) 


2 POEMS. 
How happy were we inthe firſt of thoſe, 


When no man durft our Laws and Wills oppole z_ 


Wills as obliging as the Perſian Laws; 

We fought, and proſper'd in the good old "auſe : 
None durſt oppoſe our FaFior, or appear 

In vradication of a ( avalzer. 

Then all our Party in one humour ſtond 

To bleed the Nation, tap the Royal Blood. 
Till envious Death at laſt did baſely trip 

Old Av! up with his ſhort FroteForſhip. 


Then turn'd the Game, and Monk began to (ing 


In Loyal tone, Now Boys a King, « King / 
Againſt our wills he did by force reſtore 

The King to that which was His Right before 3 
Then all thoſe plaguy Rogues call'd ( awvalers, 
Began to peep abroad, and ſhake their Ears 
Each one expecting from the King to be 
Rewarded for his Truth and / oyalty. 


When thus we ſaw our Flotr go down the wind, 


We chang'd our Nore, and ſpake in other kind. 
And made the World believe 'twas only We 
Reſtor'd the Kirgto Crown and Dignity: 
When if we could but ſtill have been obey'd, 
No Start e're had Englands Scepter fway d. 
Bur fince what's done can't be undane again, 
\Vhyſtand we idle, gazing here in vain ? 

Let's try our wits, and Plot for to obtain, 

And play the O/d Game over once again : 

Do 3s our Fathers did, come, play our parts, 
And tet the people know you're Engliſh hearts 
T tzat are nat given to change. 
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Fighty one offers us a mark as fair, 

As ever Forty did : come; —{trike, —prepare, 

Take Oaths of S*crefie, and ( ovenant 

' Toeale the Nation of her groans and want. 

(Right and Religion, Liberties and | aws,) 

Will make the Rout quick]y e[pouſe our Cauſe: 

Tell 'em if they don't {tir they're quite undone; 

Religion's ruin'd, Liberties aic gone . 

Perlwade 'em that the Pope and YPopiſh Train, 

Are juſt returning to the Land agam : 

| That's a pretence ne're fails, but always takes, 
And of a Bad Old Cauſe a Good One makes. 

Now, now's the time; (trike up, for if you mils, 

You'l never meet a time ſo pat as this. | 

Here's Popiſh Plots diſcover'd and found out, 

With Fears and 7ealouſies to charm the Rout 

And ſoon per{wadesthem all their Lives are loſt, 

That they muſt burn like Martyrs at a Poſt, 

_ Unleſs they get the Popiſh Party quell'd, 

That are by Evil Counſellors upheld : [Knaves, 

Here's Grievance upon Grievance : theſe are 
And thoſe would make the tree:born Subjects 

Slaves © Þ 

Tell them the X3zg's aTyrant, and Oppreſlor, 

And that we have adamn'd. Popiſh Succeffor : 

The Parliament's Diſolv'd, and we multi be 

\Govern'd by Arbitrery Tyrany - 

But yet be ſure to keep you inthe ſhade, 

And da what e're you do in Maſquerade. 
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If any Serator againſt yon fit, 

Be ſure tocall him Papiſt, Jeſuit, 

Mac-Tory, T roteſtant in Maſquerade, 

That would your / zberties and Kights invade. 

| Now one word more, and I have ſpoke enough 

Go fall to work, for [ have found you ſtuff, 

- Which having ſpoke, the Rout were jogging 
( home, 


But foon.return'd at voice of Abſolom ; 

Who with andacious tone cry'd hark,my friends, 
Come {ide with me, if you'! attain your ends; 
Achitophel- ſhall change, and take the Rear, 
Andt my {&f.will in the Front appear ; 

And good oli{ David ſoon ſhall know thatI 
VVilibehis: #'cir, or ette Vil bravely die. 

V Vhat:thbughmy Mother was his Concubine ? 
Thefauk was hers, I'm (ſure it was not-mine : 

I am his:Spp, and trom his Loins did ſpring : 

I] am of Foyel. Blood, and will be King © 
Deyau.but he'p meto obrainthe Crown, | 
Il rule þy| Law, and alt your Foes put down; | 
Tie pargdhe Kzzg and Council quite alunder, 
And will redreſs the Griefs you labour under: 
If once>Iican but to the/Throne attain, i 
I'le giant Nei Charters; and the Old:maimtain. 
At whigh:the:Rout with hollows till/dihe Skies, 
And cryd, We'll vertnre all for | Liberties : 

V Vhen ſuddenly the:Roumt did diſappear, 
And all the: Coaſt was 4n-an inſtant clear. 


k Then 
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Then I began to think which was-the worſe, 
Fanatick (letting, Ora 7 opifh Curle : 
I put thcm in two Scales to try their weight, 
And found ihe Ballance equi-ponderatez 
But holding them a while, T quickly found 
As this was hoiſted up, that kiſs'd the ground: 
Then ſudden}yT tound the meaning out ; 
This ruins quickly, but that round about. 

| Then ro my mind my thoughts began to ſing, 
Go haſte, a::d what thou'lt keard inform the 
I durſ{t not go, bur preſently I wrote, { King: 
And teald it up, and ſent the King this Note. 


To the KING. 


| Read Sir,if you will Rule this Land in peace, 
| [xpel your | oes, and Friends will ſoon in- 


our Ruine does, Sir, too too plain appear, | creaſe: 
.: Rome /erds the Van, Geneva brings the Rear. 
' If youl ve ſafe, you muſt expel them both, 
' The Roman Gnat, end. the Diſſcenting Moth : 
And vigorouſly les them nnderſtand, 
To are their King, and will like King command. 
Hind if you ere exped to gain your Fnds, 
* i As well a5 open Foes, take heed of Friends 5 
I mean a flatt ring Friend, whoſe only ſpew 
"| Makes him a Friend, but really is not ſo. 
[earn by your Father, not to truſt to thoſe 
That in the end will prove confiding Foes. 
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Conſider on't, you're in a woful ſtraight, 

Think but on Forty one, and F orty eight. 
1 only ſpeak this for a Precedent, 

For Heav'n I hope will all ſuch things prevent. 
Tou're now the Darling of all Loyal hearts, 
And may be ſtill, if you will take their parts : 
But if you bear with FaQtion, or with Rome, 
And do delay to give them both their doom, 
Il Loyal men muft ſuffer by thoſe two, 

And be fs ſpight of Fate undone with Ton. 
tou mu$f be ſure to ruine both, or mone ; 

If one remain, you're ſure to be undone « 

For if you ruine Rome, on equal ſcores, 


To fhut the Window. but leave ope the Doors 3 


Unleſs you ruine the Fanaticks too, 

For know one Nation can't hold Them and Ton. 
Thoſe men] fear against your Life combine, 
That firive to cro(G you in your 200d deſign 3 


And thoſe men ſare would yield to put you down, 


That tell the*Feople, You are not their own. 
Pardon me, Sir, if I your quiet break. 
For Poets dare at all Adventures ſpeak. 
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' The Deliquium-: 6r the Grievance of the 
Nation diſcovered in a Dream. 


| T* Rom evenings Coffee, lac'd with long Argu- 
| [ ment 
Ot the Kings Power and Rights of Parliament, 
and hot-brain'd Company, who make it their 
| [ Vocation, 

aving their own,to mind th' Aﬀairs o'th' Na- 

| [tion 5 
Whoſe noddles for theſe many months have been 

' Hatchers of Grievances, unfelt, unſeen ; 

 II-manner'd Fools, whoſe ignorance is Hate, 

' They underſtand not, therefore blame the State. 
Their real grievance is their want of ſenſe, 
Beaſts in all things, but in Obedience. | 

 Cloy'd with their noiſy Cant (in equal plight 
Of laughter, ſcorn, pas griet) | bid good might: 
Troubl'd to think of Ezglands Grand Diſeaie, 
 Groaning with th' burthen of ſuch Sots as theſe 3 

© To bed] went, where reſtleſs long I lay, 
Deſpair'd of fleep, and waiting for the day : 
Lord! (faid {) muſt our Monarch ne're have reſt ? 
The more indulgent, th' more he is oppreſt 
With Fools that know not,think not what they 
[wantz 
Their defireGranted, they'l ſoon cure the Grant : 
Yet the King's (till in fault ! methinks I (ee 
Tears flo ving dowa th2 Cheeks of Majeſty. 


(7 B 4 | If 
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If [am troubled, how much more is He, 
Who bears the burthen of their Calumny ? 
Thus lay I long,my Soul quite (pent with Sighg, 
When ſleep inſcnlibly ſtole o're my Eyes. 
From lump of Fleſh unchain'd, methought my 
[ Soul 
Through dark unwhollomFoggyMiſts did owl; 
Horrour increaling (till, methought [ came 
To the dire Manſions of Eternal Flame, 
The Gates of Braſs tranſparent were,and thence 
Flew Azure flames with ſmoak of nauſeous ſtench, 
With a confuſed noiſe of Howls and Groans, 
Such as would melt (it any thing can) the Stones. 
The horrour quell'd my Spirit, that I ſtood 
'M z'd and inſenfible as Stcne or Wood, 
Till by a Friend reviv'd « cheer thee, quoth he, 
Tkis place as yet is not d:fign'd jor Thee. 
He led me through the Gates, where lo, a place, 
Larger than all this lower Worlds vaſt (pace, 
The torments gave ſome light(elic dark as night) 
A pale bituminous diſcoulor'd Light, 
Millions of wretched Souls my Fancy view'd, 
VYVeltring in flames, with Puch and Erimltone 
ſtrew'd. E 
Juſt at the Gate th Infernal Sexate (ate 3 
For know, that Hell's no Kindom, but a Jtate 3 
A Democratick State ; for it atiords 
CAsT was told) no King nor Huuic of Lords : 
Tho' Lucifer's a kind of Prince, he (ate 
But Chair-man, or zaiher Speaker to the State 3 


A 
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A Troop of Ghaſtly Fiends ſurround his chair, 


All which of a Jdele# Committee were, 

V Vho (having plaid their Devils part ſo well) 

Had been Eletted Pargeſſes of Fell : 

Twv who were lately to top (ent, 

Stood now for Members of the Parliament. 

O Tes, was [trait proclaim'd 5 appear, appear, 

lou that are Candidates ; Mighty Lucifer 

Aſſures his Vote jor him who merits beſt 

] or his Utopia Service; All the reſt 

To / xcifer with formal Bows ſubmir 3 [ fit. 

They would conſent to what Fiis Grace thought 
7 ython appear d; Great Sir, ſaid he, ſince [ 

V Vent with this Honourable Fouſe's Embaſſy 

T' Utopia, Iha' brought that Realm to be 

(An't pleaſe Your Grace) in all Conformity 

To your deſire; But firſt I muſt confeſs 

Letters of Credence from his Holineſs 

(Your Grace's Correſpondent) I procur'd 

To ſome Lords there ; whoml betore Inſur'd 

By my [gnatian Friends; O! they're a Crew 

Of the moſt hearty, diligent and true, 

Zealous unwearied Boys, to propogate 

V Vhat may conduce toth' good of this our State-: 

Had they but cunning equal to their will, 

This place with humane Souls they'd quickly fill 

You'l need no other Fiends: Theſe did my work, 

And privily about the Realm did lurk : | 

Some ign'rant Bigots they engag'd, and ſome 

Only with th' plealing pride of Martyrdozs 3 

SET; Some 
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Some by Ambition's Bait were finely caught, 

All things at once boldly to venture at - 

Bur I confeſs, though all my ArtItry'd 

To bring the Great Almanzor to our ide, 

I fail'd ; but then I got it buz'd that He 

Would ſoon make one in the Conſpiracy 

This tickl'd, and <ngag'd then in that Plot 

VVhich by th' V:opians ne'r will be forgot. 

Iz ſhort, This Honourable Houſe knows well 

How I've deſerv'd a Burgeſs-ſhip in Hel ; 

If not, we've ſome Jeſuits here can tel}. 

Then through the Houſe a murmuring Applauſe 

Shew'd that they all inclin'd ro Python's Caule. 
VVhen Syphax, th'other Candidate appear'd, 

Greart Sir, ſaid he, I hope myCaule (when heard) 

VVill gain your ſuffrage ; Mighty Sir, you know 

M'Opponents method was a while ago 

 Usd by Cantarogax, Your Agent then 

 Toth' fame Realms, tho! bur in vain ; ſince when 

| Others with like Effects have us'd it ; 1 

! UFSd the experienc'd Rule, Preshvery - 

This was the mcthad, Mighty Lucifer ! 

| That brought ten thouſand Rebel Souls a year 

| For twenty years together to this place, 

{ For Pythox's part, an't pleaſe your Grace, 

| He hatch'd a Plot I mult confeſs; but what 

| Ette&s did this his ſo much talke of Plot 

Produce? VVhy 'faith he e'cn ſent here nomore 

| Thanthoſe who were Your Grace's own before. 


For 


POEMS. $1 


For my own part, I tothe Houſe will give 
Of all my Adions a (ſhort Narrative. 

In grave and comly Hypocritick Dreſs, 
Bearing the outward form of Godlineſs, 
I cloath'd my ſelf, and to Vtopia went, 
Haunted the City, Court and Parliament; 
And in ſhort time pick'd up a numerous Crew 
Of all Religions, every Sect a few : 
I made all thoſe my own who took great pairs 
To make their ſeeming Godlineſs their gains : 
All thoſe who uſe Religion for a faſhion, 
Or (ſeem to thrive by th' rnzze of the Nation; 
All who'd at Court their expectations crolt, 
Or by ill manners had Preferments loſt : 
All thoſe who were engag'd in the late Broils, 
In the King's Death and the three Nations Soils, 
And had this King's late A@ of Grace abus'd 
By their unnatural Ingratitudes : [fain, 
All who had Joſt their Games, and now would 
For their own turn, have the Cards dealt again. 
I found one fit at laſt to (teer theſe right, 
A Favourite of theirs, a much fam'd V Vight, 
Capricio call'd, and thereby hangs a Tale, 
Meager his Viſage is, his Face as pale 
As his Deeds black ; Dame Nature ſure defign'd 
'That by his our-fide men might know his mind , 
Hell's in his Body, and his ſhrivl'd Skin 
Seems dropping from his rotten Bones within ; 
His Corrupt Tortur'd Body does convey 
Frefh ſpleen and rancour to his Heart each day 
| Which 
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Which leſt it ſhou'd o'reflow, or by miſhap, 
Be over-charg'd from Sun or Fleece, a Tap 

Is in his Body fixt, with curious Art, 

Which from his double Envy: .canker'd heart, 
By pumping. does exhault th' exundant Juice, 
Reſerving (till enough for's daily ule. 

With this half Fiend I many Conlults had, 
And weat laſt this Reſolution made, 
Almanzor's due Succeliton to oppoſe, 
Among his many unprovoked Focs 

We choſe young Marcioz, not for any love, 
Put to undo the Youth, as time will prove: 
Poor eaſie Prince, he litre thinks that we 
Proſtitute this his weak Credulicy 

To our own.uſe, to Anarchize the State, 

And haſten his two ſoon intended Fate: 
Diſguſted Lords we got ſome two or three, 
To put their helping hands to Anarchy. 

Amon gft the reſt one Libertinonam'd, 

| Ofthim{ muſt conicſs | was aſbam'd, 

| His vicious Life did much diſyrace the Cauſe 5 
{ Bur twas enough his hate to King Church, Laws 
W And Goverment 13 general, drew the rude 
© Unthinking, Jealous, Headlong Multitude 

{ Tocſtcem him ſo that he this Title bears, 

| Oneof the Proteſtant Utopian Peers. 


I With thele in cloſe Cabals ſometimes I paſt, 


| And forg'd a tealivle Detign at Jalt : 
| *Twas thought without ſome provocation 'twere 


j Not fic our Cauſe in publick ſhould appear 2 
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I pitch'd upon a Rogue, the truth to tell, 
Has not his Fellow even here in Hell, 
Among our Crew we forg'd a Plot, which he 
Firſt brought to light 3 A Re-diſcovery 
He made as ſoon, fwore to, and was believ'd, 
Then our goodParrty found themſeves aggriev'd 
And cry'd aloud Theſe Tories, Brethen ſee; 
Behold, we ſay, the Lords Delivery, 
This was ſome' Biſhop ſure, or Maſquerader, 
Soon after this a Son accus'd'his-Father 5 ['Sir, 
Forward and backward ſwears, at laſt he vows, 
He was ſubborn'd by that ſame Papiſt Towzer: 
Things went on wel}, & now they thought 'twas 

LICL [ time, 

The Ladder of Rebellion they ſhould clime: 
The Senate ſatez High for the Good Old Cauſe, 
Magna ( harts, and Fundamental Laws, *: 
No Arbitrary. Power, but we' mult give S 
Neceflary Limits ro'Preroganive, - [Laws, 
Tho' the King mayn't, yet We may break the 
Puniſh at pleaſure, though without a Cauſe 5 
Then muſt Almanzor be excluded; He 23 
Has roo much Spirit, too much bravery ; 
hey muſt and will have preſently Redreſs, 
Ot a long Ecad-roll of Grievances. 
And thcle are ſuch as the K. won't, nor can't, 
Nature and Conſcience will not let him grant - 
If not, no Money, Sirs, what e're come ont; 
A Fig for Foreign Foes, fo the K. want. 


Coun- 
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Councellors muſt be tax'd, and moſt of all 
Halsi, whom they had nought to charge withal, 
But only 'caulſe he could diſcern the weather, 
Andjudge whenElements would claſh together, 
They do not think it fafe that any Lurd 

{ hat has but ſenſe, (ſhould fit at Council-Board; 
Thoſe that fit there ſhould in their Foreh-ads 
{have 


Their Beaſt-ſhips mark of either Fool or Knavez . 


Betrayer of the Subjects Liberty 

And their old long-lov'd Darling Property. 
Capricio tells them next, they want « Frinxce 

Fit to be truſted with the Rule ; and ſince 

The -preſent King's not ſuch, they think 'twere fit 
That they be truſted both with Him and It. 

In ſhort, I've brought that Kingdom,now of late, 
In all Conformity ſo near our State, 

That whoſoever ſees both, will ſurely Swear 
*Tis an exac true Pattern of This here. 

Then ſuch loud ſhouts from all the Senate came, 
That I awak'd, and found it but a Dream. 


Who lov'd the K. was Voted ſtraight to be $ 


Sejanus 
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SE JANUS: Or the Popular Favorite now 
| in bis ſolitude, and Sufferings. 
$ this thy Glory now ? is this thy Pride, 


Of ſticking to the Saints, and Godly fide ? 
Religious bugbear words that frightfrom YN 


. 


From Subject, all their Loyalty to Prince, 

Make black Rebellion, ſeem white Innocence 3 

Entitle Heaven, to the vileſt Crimes, \ 

Make Deity, like th' Rabble, blame the Times. 

Mad Zealots! ſo Atheiſtically civil, 

Baſpheme the Gods, to Complement the Devil. 

The mightieſt of the inſpir'd Saints, is come 

To Crown himſelf with fancy 'd Martyrdom : 

Geneva Whig, that (till cries out at Rome, 

But raifes (ti]l Domeſtick Broils at home. 

How quietly GreatCharles might end hisReign,Y 

Which all in troubles the poor Prince began, d 

Now vext by Ghoſt, meer ſhadow of a Man: 

The cunning Hypocrite, that ſtill can ſpy 

The ſmalleſt Mote in his kind Prince's eye, 

By Zeal, and Nature, made ſo double blind, 

That in his own the Beam he cannot find : 

Some ſay but one vaſt Luminary ſtands 

In's ſurrow d brow, and watches all the Land ; 

But ſunk into its hole, crept out of fight, 

As if it were afraid to ſee the Light, 

His Skull's too narrow Circle can't contam 

His Tow 'ring thought, & vaſt Gygantick brainz 
Blinded 
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Blinded again with hopes of Reformation, 

Poor little Poliphemys of the Nation; 

That mighty Monſter brav'd the rifing Floud, 

And this can wade thro' a whole Sea of Blood. 

How hath this wretched {[le been chang'd, and 
cutſt, 

Gacs thou wert born, and ſince it knew thee firſt! 

How did its Tributary Rivers pay 

A bloody, dreadful Homage to the Sea ! 

VVhilſt on the PurplI'd Ocean thou didſt ride, 

And tack about ſtill with the Wind and Tide : 

This floating Bark, he now again would Steer, 

Ah ! treacherous Pilot, and falſe Mariner ; 

The Kingdom's yet ſcarce mended Hulk to ſave, 

VVould iaunch azain into the Purple wave : 

Religious Bu'ly ! that can chear a Nation, 

And make it periſh, working out Salvation. 


ee Kingdoms he o'relooks, & ſoon can count | 


.he' Tories all, from PBarwick, to the Mount : 
Yits: Cities, Shires, to find whateach afford ; 
Calls this Tanting, that Proteſting Lord : 

Sces what grave Noddle's for Caballing fit, 
And who are Brozrigens of Senſe and V Vir. 
Theſe are the faculties -of Sonl and Mind, 

And here his Body as compleat you find ; 
From's liquid Corps, diſtills a fleeting gore, 
And the whole Carcaſs, makes one putrid Sore. 
The better to Emir this flowing Sap, 

His Belly carries Riff a Ta f, 


Thro' 
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' Through which black Treaſon, all its dregs doth 
[ {train 

At once, both Excrements of Guts and Brain 
But ſome will have his clear, thin Body pals 
For a refin'd fort of Optick-glaſs : 
Some make the poliſht Fabrick of his Bone 
Aglittering Skeleton of Specular Stone. 
OldOvid's Muſe from hence may take her flights, 
Her Argus only had an hundred ſights ; 
This little Monſtrous Corps, is Eye all oe, 
And the whole Body ſees at every Pore 
Sees hatching Thought, meer Embrio of a Plot, 
Nay ſees it oft before it be begot. 
But to ſay truth, his Opticks are but two : 
Yet more than Ov3d's Centinel can do 
With 100 Eyes, that many things could viewz 

| But this ſees many hundred ways with two: 
So quick, ſo nimble, and ſuch rolling Eyes, 
They watch each other, like two cunning Spies, 
Leſt This declare for King, and That for People, 
For Cities Pyramid, or Churches Steeple. 
Poor turning, winding, weathercock of State, 

_ Set on the doubtful Pinacle of Fate, : 
And now will turn again, if not too late. 

If well corrected for his Inſolence, 

; Thelittle Spaniel fawns upon his Prince ; 

But onceeſcap'd the Ax, or fatal Loops, 
Straight to the dull unthinking Rabble ſtoops, 
Putfcup with the vain blaſt of Vulgar breath, 
Thus (mall State-Urchins hurry to their death : 

| C 
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So the kind Air with an officious blaſt, 

Toſſes poor Bubbles, to the Clouds at laſt ; 
Dances the little Globe about the Skie, 

Then breaks the glittering Ball it fann'd ſo high, 
So Romes fam'd Darling once that govern'd all; 
With the inconſtant Rout did (tand or fall ; 
Th' obliged Camp, their General did Crown, 
Then dragg'd hisraggedCarcafs thro' the Town, 
' Weak Fools! that think they may ſecurely flee 
On the looſe wings of wild [nconſtancy, 

Or on its Metaphor, the Mobile. 

Diſguſted by the Rout. this cunning Wight 
Runs cringing to his injur'd Monarch (ſtraight, 
W hote goodnels is 100 ready to forgive, 
Faulty alone in ſuffering Him to live. 
Advanc'd to follow Mace, and wear a Gown, 
The Tony then ſaw AMutincers in Town, 
But now they all True Protestants are grown. 
Whilſt he unto its Chambers can reſort, 
There's nought alas, of Popery at Court 3 
Clap the Prophetick Soul but in the Tow'r, 

It {traight Divines of Arbitrary 'Pow'r. | 
Now leaves the Rout, and then as foon as able, 
Leaves his good Princc,jnſt as he left theRabble, *' 
Who e're before ſaw tuck a little thing 
Contend with Monarch, grapple with a King! H 
Of Oyants ot we read, that foughr the Skies, T 
Cu'r tack the Thunder of the Deities p 
But ne Te of Pigmy Lord that did the ſame, * 
A Lord that's on3y fit to fight with Crane. 

ThisP\ 
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This buiſy Noddle of the Fattious Crew, 
: Notnow diſtinguiſh'd by th'old northen blew, 
(The Badge of upſtart J/Vhigs muſt (till be new)*- 
| With his Greez: Bob in this new Senate fits, 
And round him all thoſe Liv'ry-men of wits 5 
Some raze a name, and ſome inſert a clauſe, 
. Order their Bills themſelves, & vote them Laws: 
With awful care ſome Scriblers penning be ? 
) A Speech for Siſter Scotlands Liberty, 
* 'Gainſt Laxderdale's unbounded Tyranny. \ 
+ There a young Scribe is copying out a Cant, 
Next morn for to be ſpoke in Parliament : 
Up ſtarts an Hector, ſwears upon a Book, 
''Gad you ſhall ſee we'll exclude the Duke. 
This brings a Bill 'gainſt Arbitrary Power, 
' And That will ſend a Member to the Tower 3 
| One Votes him to be Cerſur'd on his Knees, 
This cries Diſcharge, That, Let him pay his Fees : 
[And in the little Club you fairly ſee, 
Of that great Senate an Epitomee. 
But now the mouth of this Joung Ramp is gone, 
le, The diſfolv'd Members ſcatter in the Town 3 
Ie, Poor Tony's now confin'd, and like to write 
All that fierce Indignation can Indite ; 
1 His ſecond Volume quickly will appear, 
'The Tower always made Him Scribler. 
As below on ſome bright Meteor gaze, 
Poor Panick Fools admire a little blaze, 
Which once dropt down, regardleſs we paſs by, 
his 5 too vile objec for our ſcornful Eye, 
C2 
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The gazing Croud thus him in Luſtre view, 
Careſs, admire, and adore him too 3 
But once Eclipsd, or f{haded in a Cloud, F 
Away runs all the ſilly buzzing Croud. | 
All thy paſt ſhifts will ſerve thee now no more, 
Or there is ſcarce another left in ſtore - 
The Tempter his ol Sorc'rels doth forſake, 
VVhen once h'hath brought the wither'd Hagt: q 
(Stake; / 
When the glib changingMonſter once was ta'ne 7 
And fetter'd in the cunning Shepherds chain, ' ( 
VVith all his wiles he never could eſcape, }f 
Tho' chang'd to Filh, to Dragon, and to Ape, 
And every minute put on other ſhape. 
Our ſad diſtrattcd Flbioz gazing round, 

. She law no Foe, but (till ſhe felt a wound : 
The bleedingDeer thus trembling ſtands at Bay 
But can't find where the cloſe hid Archer lay, 
As on the winding Banks, and watry Maze, 
VVhere fam'd Meander cuts his crooked ways 
The loſt confounded Traveller doth gaze. 

At laſt kind Fate, or Providence doth bring 
The poor deipairing Soul unto the Spring <- 
So (ome kind Angel, Genius to this lfle, 'H 
V Vhere peace, alas! with thee could never (milk A 
Hath u_ us now to make her flouriſh (till, | B; 
Shewn us the hidden Soxrce of all her II]. WF 
Reirſon the Plummet, it the Line ſhail be, O 
Porh {tcorchit to fathom, and to meaſure thee: 
F ©:4d thro! gh the Labyrinth of allthy Tricks, 
All the wild 17.25 of thy Polrticks. j 
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ACanto upon the Miraculous Cure of the K's 
Evil, perform'd by the D. of M. im 80. 
CG 


| S Popilh Farriers uſe t1mploy . 
In their own Trade the good St. Loy, 
tt The Saint to whom they have Recourle, 
Ke! As to Heavens Maſter of the Horſe : 
me, To him they loudly cry tor Mercy, 
?, On Ragged Colts that have the Farcy ; For 
For Hackneys Gall 'd to him they Pray, 
I And Drink dead Drunk upon his day 
So to his Grace of M Trots, 
' A Filly Fole that had the Bots ; 
For ſtill ſhe knew, (and 'twas no News) 
24]: He kept the Mares, though not the Muſe. 
J- Buthad youſlcenthe Skzttifſh Jade, 
You would have thought her Druxk or Mad 
y$4 For at firſt daſh hzs Hand ſhe ſeiz'd, 
+ + Much was th' Ambitious Heroe pleas d. | 
So ſweetly did Don Quixot Grinz 


When the Maid AMarrian of the Inn 
. He thought was ſome Fxchanted Queen 3 
ni Askt his Dead-doing Hand to Kiſs ; 
Il, | But what //hite Devil danc'd in this 2 
Some- Fly, ſome Rat, or Great old Pas, 
Or Jpirit Mephoſtophilus 3 
+ | 
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Or Pug that Paracelſus wore 

In the' Pomel of his Sword before 3 

Or Fealing Virtue that as Rareis, 

Is ſent His Grace by's Aunt of Fayries, 

Who aids him thus in Hugger Mngger, 

So did Doll Common, Abel Drugger. 

Some ſweaty Devil in his Palm, 

Transfuſes Brine inſtead of Balm: 

And Brine you know 3s good for th' Itch, 

In any »2axgy Dog or Bitch : 

Long in his Fiſt the Zeprow Drab, 

Paddles and pores familar Scab. 

The Witch her Daze had (et her Fancy 

Agog upon this C hyromancy 3 

To view each Line the Fag Importunes, 

Ard thus Toung Gipfſie reads his | ortunes. 
The men-of Weitminſter ſhal! paſs 
High Votes in Honour of lour Grace 3 
No Prayers for fear of the Black-Rod, 


Theyl Vote (T fear) No King, No God, 


Great tickling there ſhall be for I wo, 
Pilloryd Benjamin and You. 
What will you give me the next Spring, 
If then Ton are not Crowned King ? 
By Oates before we Reap next ( rop, 
Oates in a Tub will Preach Ton up. 
So Sjbel ended her vile Gucſling, 
And each to other gave their Fleſſing ; 
But Oh! the Greez fick Grls may boaſt, 
This Duke hath Cur'd them to his Coſt : 


T hou 
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| Though now he cuts his Capers high , 
| He may with Falſe-ſtaff cone day cry, 


(When Age hath ſet him in the Stocks) 
A Pox on my Gont, a Gont of tny Fox. 
Yet that Fat Knight with all his Guts, 


That were not then ſa {weet as Nuts, 


Though oft he boldly fought and wink, 

Led Harry M— by Inſtin& 

Reveres a Buckram Prince of Wales, 

His great Heart quops, his Courage quails. 
The Lyon Rampant is too wile, 

To touch a Prince, though in Diſguiſe : 

Much leſs a Prince ſo Kind and Civil, 

Totouch a Kingdoms for Kings-Evil. 


| He means to make it (for its Health) 


A Common Whore, a Commonwealth. 
The ſtroaker Graitrix was a (ot, 
And all his Feat- tricks are forgot ; 
But Duke Trinculo, and Tom Dory, 
Will be a famous Quack in ſtory. 
Let every: ſcabby City Cuckow, 
Fly into Your Hedge-lane tolook You, 
It Seventh Sons do things lo Rare. 
In You ſeven Fathers have a ſhare, 
Shew us ſome more of theſe fine Mocks, 
Shew then Your Black, Art, Your Black Box. 
Tis thought you've there ſome pure Receipt, 
Great Mountebank of our lick State. 
Your Zany, who this Cure reveals, 
Tell us in March Your Highneſs heals. 


C4 Tom 
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Tom Rols's Ghoſt to bis Pupil, 


\ Hame of my Life, Diſturber of my Tomb, | 
\ 3) Baſe as thy Mothers proſtituted Womb ; 
Fiuffing to Cowards, fawning to the Brave, 


To Knaves a Fool, tocredulows Fools a Knave, 
The King's Betrayer, and the Peoples Slave. 
T.ikh- Samuel at the Necromantich Call, 

T riſe ts tell thee, God has left thee, SAUL ? 
T ftrove in vain thy Infected Blood to cure, 
Streams will ran muddy where the Spring's impure 
Ir all your meritoriogs Life we ſee | 
Old TAAFS invincible ſobriety. 

Places of Maſter of the Hotle, and Spy, 

Tou (like Tom H d) did at once- ſupply: 
From Sydney's Blood your Loyalty did ſpring 3 
Tou ſhew us all your Fathers but the KING, 
From whoſe too tender and too bounteous Arms, 
(Unhappy be who ſuch a Viper warms 

As dutiful a Subjed, as a ſon) * | 
To Tonr true Parents, the whole Town you run.- 
Read if Ton can, howth' old #po$tate fell, 
Out-do his pride, and Merit more than Fell - 
Both Fe and Ton were gloriouſly bright, 

The firſt and parest of the Sons of Light : 

But when like Him you offer d at the Crown 
Like Him, yaur angry Father kickt lou dawn, 
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The Oxford: Alderman's Speech to the D. of 


M. at Hi entrance into that City about 
September $80. 


Tout Hanibal, before He came to Age, 

PerpetualWars with Rome was ſworn to wagel 
Ton lead ws to ſuch Wars, Oh happy Ile ! 
Great Prince | Ton are a Soldier good as Fe © 
Though ſome will ſay, (to give the Devil his due) 
He was as good a Proteltant as Tow. 
Tou to the Whore of Whores, the Whore of Rome, 
Devoted from Tour own chaſte Mothers Wombs 
Though in the Schools of Jeluits true bred, 
Jon ſcorn'd to learn of them to write or read : 
A Proteſtant ! (the more to be admir'd) 
That never were Inflrufed, but Inſpird, 
So unconcern'd from Popery Ton paſs, 
No uſe of htmoss mn in the Caſe. 
True Intereſt (rhat all other things orepowers) 
And generous Indignation made Ton Onrs : 
Even ſo in Spain to Maſs come Trading Jews, 
Caſt Drabs turn Quakers but to ſpite the Stews. 
But Fears and Jealouſies of Ton ax. ſcorr, 
That are ſo true a Son of Hononr born 3 | 
And ſince have made both Gog and Magog bleed, 
AF but the Demagogue, Tow'l dothe Deed : 


Tow'l 
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Tow I Damn and Ram proud Antichriſt tz Hel ; 
But force Him firih to work one Miracle. | 
He that with four hard words,and one Grave Nod, 
Turns an inſipid Wafer into God ; 

Were Toz a Dongh-bak;d Duke, with leſs ado, 
ToPrince of Wales wight Tranſubſtantiate Ton. 
Do you bnt ſay't, we'l ſwear that Tow are ſo, 
And rather Kiſs Tour Hand, than Kiſs His Toe: 
Reſolv'd, Reſolv'd; It muit not be gain ſaid; 
Faith we'l believe Tour Mother was a Maid. 

Why ſhould Tou think Ambition any Criaze ? 
ell mike Tou Duke of Venice in good time : 
Or, if Tou ſcruple to Vſurp the Crown ; 

Having onceraisd Us, Tou may then fit down. 
Tou, or Tour Friends ſhall have the foremoſt place 3 
Perhaps we'll joyn Sir Armſtrong with TourGrAce: 
Whether Tou Reign, or He, it is all one, 

Great Alexander's Dear Hepheſtion. 

But when Tou come to Reap theſe goodly Iruits, 
Sweet Sir, remember theſe our Suits, 

Firſt, Let theſe Lordly Biſhops to Pot; 

'Tis plain their Lordſhips all are in the Un 

They hold none lawfulHeirs,but lawfully be- 


[ got. 

Ourommonwealth's aCaltle in the Air, 

It wePray for King or Common Prayer. 
TheſePalr ySchollars, blaſt them with 1 breath, 
Or rhey'| Rhime your Grace and T's to death. 

Then O brave we! then hey for our good Town ! 
Ther up go we when Il it and Senſe go down, 


he 
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The Ghoſt of the late Paliament to the New 


one to meet at OXFORD 


T Rom Deepeſt Dungeon of Eternal Night, 
The Seats of horror, ſorrow, pains & ſpight, 

| bave been ſent to tell Your tender Youth 

A Seaſonable and Important Truth ! 

I feel (but Oh too late) that no Diſeaſe, 

Is like the Surfeit of Luxurious Eaſe ; 

And of all others, the moſt tempting things, 

Are too much Wealth,and too Indulgent Kings. 

None ever was Superlatively III, 

But by degrees, Induſtry and Skill : 

And ſome, whoſe meaning hath at firſt been fair, 


Grow Knaves by Uſe, and Rebels by Deſpair, 


My time is paſt, and yours will ſoon begin, 

Keep your firſt Bloſſoms fromthe blaſt of Sin 5 

And by the Fate of my Tumultuous ways, 

Preſerve your ſelves, and bring Serener Days. 

The bufge ſubtile Serperts of the Lew, 

Did firſt my mind from true Obedience draw 5 

While I did Limits to the Xzg Preſcribe, 

And took for Oracles that Canting Tribe z 

I chang'd true Freedom for the name of Free, 

And grew Jeditious for Variety. 

All that oppos'd me were to be accus'd, 

And, by the Law Illegally abus'd! ne 
e 
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The Robe was ſummon'd, M— 4 in the Head, 
In Legal Murder none ſo deeply read : 
I brought him to the Bar, where once he ſtood, 
Stain'd with the {yet Un-expiated) Blood 

t the Brave Strafford, when 3 Kingdoms rung, 
With his accumilative Hackney Tongue g 
Priſoners and Witneſſes were waiting by 5 
Theſe had been taught to Swear,& thole to Dye, 
And to expe their Arbitrary Fates, 
Some for 1] Faces, ſome for Good Et ates - 
To fright the People, and alarm the Town, 
Burnet & Oates imploy'd the Reverend Gown: 
But while the Triple Mitre bore the Blame, 
Tae Kings Three Crowns were all their aim, 
I ſeem'd, (and did but ſeem) to fear the Gzards, 
And took for mine the Bethels and the Wards, 
Anti-monarchick Hereticks of State, 
Immoral Athieſts, Fuich, aud Reprobarte. 
But above all I got a little Guide, 
Who every Foard of Villany had Iryd ; 
None knew fo well the old pernicious way, 
To Ruine FSubjeFs, and make Kings Obey 3 
And my ſmall Jeh at a furious rate, 
Was driving F':ghty back to Forty Eight. 
This the King knew, and was reſolv'd to bear 5 
But I miſtook his Patience for his Care. 
All that this Happy Jfand could afford, 
Was Sacrific'd-to my Voluptuous Board. 
In his whole Paradice One one!y Tree 
He had excepted by a {ſtrict Decree 3 


- <a 
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A Sacred Tree which Royal Fruit did bear, 

Yet It in pieces I Conſpir'd Tear 

Beware my Child ! Divinity is there. 

This ſo out-did all ] had done before, 

I could attempt, and He endure no more, 

My un-prepar'd and un-repenting Breath, 

Was ſnatcht away by the (wift Hand of Death; 
And I (with all my Sins about me) hurl'd, 

To th' utter Darkneſs of the lower World: 

A dreadful place where you too ſoon ſhall ſee, 
If You believe Seducers more than Me. 


A———————— 


The Parliament Diſſolv'd at OxrorD, 
Nder 500 Kings Three Kindoms grone : 
Go Finch Diſlolve them, Charles is in the 


March the 28th. 1681, 
[ Throne, 


And by the Grace of God will Reign alone. 


What would theCommons have ? the Royal Line 
Heaven does diſpoſe of; tis notTheirs,nor Mine, 
Bnt His by whom Kings Rule, and are Divine. 


I repreſent the King of Kings, who gave 
The Crows, the Sword, the Scepter; whatT haves 
Iam Gods Servant, not the Peoples Slave; 


Their 
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Their Frantich Votes, & Mad Reſolver I hate;, 
I] know a better way to heal a State, 
Than to $3 rafply, and Repent too late, 


Bid them be gone F. they are damn'd uncivil, 
To oblige Me to follow them to th' Devil , 
To ſave Three Kingdoms I will not do Evil. 


The Presbyterian's lick of too much Freedom, 
Are ripe for Beth'lem ; it's high time to bleed 'em; 
The 29. Cþgrles does neither fear nor need 'em. 


111 have the World know that I can Diſlipate 
Thoſe Impolitick Muſhrooms of our State, 
"Tis eafier to Diſſolve than to Create. 


They ſhan't Cramp Juſtice with their feigned 
For ſince I govern only by the Lawsz { flaws; 
. Why they ſhould be exempr, I ſee no caule. 


To the Laws the y muſt ſubmit; 'cis in vain 

ETe to attempt to ſhake off thoſe again 

For where Charles commands,there muſt Juſtice 
(Reign. 


When the Peoples Father does eſpouſe the Law, 
All thaſe who SubjcFs trom their Duty draw, 
Do Viper-like, through Parents Boſom gnaw. 


When they attend Me next, F. bid them bring 
Calmer thogghts;bid them propoſe Legal Things; 
Such as may both become Themſelves & Kings. 


This 
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This will the Joys of our /ittle World Compleat, 


' - Andall attempts of Foxezge Foes Defeat 3 
Making the People Haphy, Monarch Great. 


= — 
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Et once more Peace turns back her head,to 
ſmile, 
And take ſome pity on our ſtubborn 7ſt 3 
She and her Siſter 77#th now Hand in Hand, 
Return to viſit our forſaken Lard. 


I ſee, ſee, O Albion ! Bleſs the Sight ! C 
3 


Truth (long Eclips'd) liftup her Sacred Light 

And chaſe away the obſcene Birds of Night 

Th'ill boding Screech-Owl we ſo long did fear, 

Hov'ring above us in our thick'ned Air; 

Whoſe fatal note was neverkeard, but Death 

Follow'd th' Infernal Evidencing Bxzath. 
Hail lovelyTruth! Oh! ſpread thy Rays Divine, 

And bid thy dawning Beams more fully Shine 3 

Already thy Glad Influence we fin 

And all now ſee, but they who wHll be blind : 

They ſee whilſt thou hold'ſt uprhy Guiding light, 

The dangerous errcur of Their Former Night 3 

A Night, which all our Heaven did invade, 

By the direskill of State Magicians made : 

In adark Cell-the Wayward Brothers met, 

I'th' midſt a Chair there was for Satan ſet 5 

Which in his Abſnce————— 
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A little wither'd Conjurer ſupply'd, | 
And all his Imzps drank Venom from hisſide - 
His word was (then He out his Tap did pluck,) 
Come my young Pugs of Treaſon, come and ſuck - 
This Helliſh Rite pertorm'd, to work they go 
To raiſe up Darkneſs from the ſhades below 3 
Thick Miſts of Poplar Fears and Yealouſies 
Did at their Necromantick Call ariſe, 
And in Black Clouds hid the Britiſh Skies.. . 
Here ficſt their unskill'dSpirits the viſions playid, 
And learnt their Viffons to the Hatfield Maid + 
Here firſt were. rais'd, the wond'ring world to 
The Armies Harris multer'd inthe Air. [| (car, 
But now the Charze's diflolv'd, be England's free 
From the Enchantment, does its madrfels ſee 5 
See its vain fears of that expedted day, 

No Royal Blood (tain'd the Fifteenth of May : 
Prevailing Truth has open'd Britains Eyes, 
And Folly (een, begins to make her wilc- 
Olet us then Unite, make Fa#ion ceaſe, 
Nor think ( o»fuſto: is the way to Peace 5 
That Sch;ſve mutit.the Churches Fall prevent, 

Or breaking Law, ſecure the Government. | 
Let Traytors to expected Tryal come, [doom « 
And from the mouth of Juſtice receive their 
*Tis.ſo, the Traztor comes, tow, now maintain 
Taſtice thy Seat, nor bear the Sword in vain. 
Tho' Hackney Speakers wou'd o're Law prevail, 
And Canquer Thee by telling a falſe Tale 
Though FaGious or Guilty Lords appear, 
To b!tyui that Sword who's edge they juſtly fears | 
| ho 


| 
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ThoG arterBlue, and Star the Court ſhould awe, 

But Oh! thatSzar does now its Beams withdraws 

Nor at the Tyyal will its Light diſpence, | 

To cheriſh Treeſor with its Influence. 

VVhat thea are they who from thy hand would 
| { ſnatch 

The blackeft Traytor Hell did ever hatch ? 

When they bu once that Forrid Paper lee, 

ich does almoſt exceed in Vilany, c 

Satan, or his Vicegerent Shaftsbury 3 

Who in this Cauſe ſo much had never done, 

But that he knew the ugly Brat his own. 

Yet all in vain ſtrives Conmcelour and Lord, 

Revenging Goddeſs, ſpeak the fatal Word 3 

Nor let Confeſſzor turn afide thy Blow, 

But once ſtrike Rogues that own that they are ſoz 

Had this been _ done,t'had fav'd the Guilt 

Of ſo much Blood (o prodigally (pilt ; 

While certain Vz3/any did hurry hence, 

To unjuſt Death ſulpeted Tmnocence. 

But 7»ſtice now in this Triumphant Scene, 

Thy Shame does end, and Trix-ph does begin+ 

All this to thy Defender Charles is due, 

Whonow with Thee His Glory does renew 3 

Already with freſh Beams the Crowe: does ſhine, 


Power Sacred grows, and Majeſty Divine, 


His Majeſty's Scepter's in His Hand held faſt, 

Nar like a Reed is bent with every blaſt : 

Hold, hold Great Charles, this Re(olutioa hold, 

And inthy own and Kingdoms Cauſe be Bold ; 
D Whac 
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What ever of this mighty Body, Thou 
The Head reſolv'ſt, We.thy Hands will do ; 
Dare to be Happy, and to make Us (>. \ 
How Great is Majeſty, and how Auguſt ? 
How God- like, when 'tis reſolutely Jult ? 
Then 'tis that Willing Subjects gladly meet, 
To throw theirLives before their Monarchs feet; 
Then 'tis their Fortunes they before him lay, 
Su: to be Rul'd, and Glory to Obey. 
Such Charles is now thy State, and ſuch theTrain 
Of theſe that now Petition thee to Reign ; 
Sze, even thy Prodigal Son does now delire, 
To leave his E'asks.& Swine,& Wapping Mire, 
In which fo long he wallow'd up and down, 
Known to each Dirty Kennel of the Town ; 
And to his injur'd Father, and his Lord, 
Would by his much. wrong'd Uzcle be reſtor'd: 
How well has I iUiams, Tones, and IV n, 
B—h, G —4, T——y, their great Duties done! 
How have they taught the People ro Repent 
Their Zeal for their great Idol Parltament ? 
How tave they ſhewn the Arbitrary way 
That Monfer took to make us all its Prey? 
1hcytolole all, claim'd more than was their 
ws [Rig 
And ſtretch'd their Power only to break 1t quite, 
Thele,thete are they who have true ſervice done, 
Mcriting thcir Sacred Favours from the Crown: 
Thetc, thcic have made a D;folution be, 


Not /} 3felom only, but Nece(ſaty. 


Theſe 
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Theſe thus remov'd our Jealouſies and Fears, 
Were ever (0 Deſerving Penſioners ! 


Then Charles, ſimce all thimgs now conſpire to bleſs 
Thy peaceful Age with Conqueſt and Succels 3 
Begin, Reſolve, and Venture to be Cheat, 
ti Noroverthrow theſe'vai# Deſigns of F _ 
' Begin at nm HIP hine own Houſe.  aiaetly 
From Villains Tongues the Ears of 1 


Falſe P—s from thy Bed-Chamber Diſcard, | 


Ji 


Let Catch-pole Bx-——s thy Crourt be bar d, 
Nor leave ape FaTious R—1 7 the Guard. 


d: » 1.4 Panegyrick uþon OATES. 
i Silveflrun Tenuj Muſam Meditermyr Avena 


F all the Grajz: our Nation yields 
In Orchards, Gardens, or in Fields, 
There is Grain (which tho 'tis A 
Its Worth till now, wasknown to no man. 
Not Ceres Sickle 'ere did Crop 
i, A Grain with Ears of greater hope 3 
i For why? ſome ſay, the Earth ne're bore, 
" Tnany Clime ſuch Seed before. 
0: Yet this Graiz has (as all muſt own) 
To Grooms and Hoſtlers well been known 3 


ſe | D 2 And 
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And often has, (without diſdain,) 

In muſty Barn and Manger lays ; 

As if it had been only good 
To be for Eirds and Beaits the Food : 
But now, by new inſpired force, 

It keeps alive both Mar and Horſe - 
Speak then my Muſe, for now. we guels, 
What Graz it is, thou wouldft expreſs. 
It is not Barley, Rye, or Wheat, 

That can pretend to ſuch a Feat ; 

'Tis OATES, bare OATES, which become 
The Healthof England, Bane of Rome, 
"And Vander of all Chriſtendom. 
And therefore OATES has well deſerv'd, 
From Ma$y Barn to be prefer'd, 

And now-in- Royal Corrt preſerv'd 5 —--- 
Thar, like!Heſperian Fruit, OATES may 
Be Watch'd and Guarded Night and Day 3 
Whittis' Bic Juſt Retaliation: hag. 
For having; Guarded a whole Nation. :. 

Hence.every lofty Plant which ſtands: » 

'Twixt, Berwick Walls, and Dover Sands 3 
The 0h it ſelf, . which well we (tile,.. ,. 
The Pride and Safe-guard of our Ifle, .. 
Mult Have and Strike its Lofty Head, 

And now , Salute an-Oatep Reed:  - - 

For ſurcly Oates delerves.to be 

Exalted far, bove any Jree. _. ... - 

Th' Z#gyptians once (tho' it ſeems add) 

Did Woribip Ozyons for a God ; 


> & 4 
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| And poor peed Garlick, was with thetn Y 
Eſteem'd beyond the greateſt Gem. BE 
What would th-v 'done, had they, think ye, ). 
Had ſuch a Blade of Oates as we? $ 
' OATES of iuch known Divinity / 
Since then by Oates ſuch good we find, 
Let Oates at leaſt now be enſhrin'd, 
Or in ſome Sacred Preſs inclos'd 
Be only kept to be exposd; 
And all fond Feligques elſe, ſhall be - 
' | Deem'd Objeds of 'dolatry. 
Popelings may tell us, how they ſaw 
Their Garnet's PiFnre on a Straw ; 
'Twas a great Miracle we know, 
To ſee him draws in /ittle fo, 
| Buton »n Oaten Stalk , there is 
A greater Miracle than this ; 
A Viſage, which with lively Grace 
Does twenty Garzets now Ont-face, 
\ And Twig ot Dodona's Grove 


LF A 
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Declares unheard-of Things before, 

| And thouſind Myſteries does unfold, 
As plain as Oracles of old; 
By which welteer Afﬀairs of State, 

| And ſtave off Britain's ſudden Fate. 


Ler's then, in honour of the Name 
Ot Oates, enact ſome Solemn Game, 


And D3 Where 
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Where Oates Pipe ſhall us inſpire 
Beyond the Charms of Orphena's Lire 3 
Nones, Storks, and every lenſeleſs thing 
To Oates ſhall Dance, to Oates ſhall Sirg, 
Whilſt Woods amaz'dto th' Ecchoes ring, 
And as (that Hero's Names may nor 
When they are rotten, be forgot z) 

We hane Atchievements o're their Duſt ; 
(A debt to their great merits juſt :) 

So if Deſerts of Oates we prize, 

Let OATES ſtill hang. before our E365; 
Thereby to raile our Contemplation, 
OATES being to this Happy Nation 

The Myſtick Emblent of Salvation. 


An Koukelanbs upon the Marriage q_ 
Captain William Bedloe- 


Ille ego qui quondam gracili modufatus Avens 
Arma virumque Cano. nds nid 


T. he. who Sung of humble OATES beſore, 
Now Jing a Captain and 2 Man of War. 


Oideſs of Rhime, that did!t jnſpice 
[ The Captain with Poetick fire, 


Adding 
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Where thoſe of Victory did grow, 

And ſtate]lyer Ornaments may flouriſh now. 
If thou art well recover'd fince 

The Excommunicated Prince : 

For that Important Tragedy, 

Would have kill'd any Muſe - Thee ; 
Hither with ſpeed, Oh ! hither move, 

Pull buskins off, and fince to Love, 

The ground 1s holy that you tread 1 in, 
Dance bare-foot at the Captains Wedding. 
See where he comes, and by his fide 
His charming fair Angelick Bride : 
Such, or leſs lovely was the Dame 


' Adding freſh Lawrels to that brow | 


 Somuch Renown'd, Fulvia by name, 


Then when his Art did undermine, 
The Horrid Popiſh Plot of Cateline. 

Oh faireſt Nymph of all great Britain, 
(Though thee my Eyes I never (et on) 
Bluſh not on thy great Lord to (mile, 
The (ſecond Saviour of our Ifle ; 


With whom of old Tally did joyn, q 


_ What nobler Captain could have led 


Thee to thy long'd-for Marriage Bed 3 

For know that thy all-daring Wl is 

As {tout a Hero as Achilles 3 

And as great things for thee has done, 

As Palmerin or th' Knight oth Sun, C 
And is himſelf a whole Romance alone, 


D 4 Let 
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Let conſcious Flanders (peak, and be 
The Witnefs of his Chivalry. 

Yet that's not all, his very word 

Has (lain as many as his Sword :- 

Though common £Zaleys with their Oaths 
Hurt little till they come to blows, 

Yet all his Month Grenadoes kill, 

And ſave the pains of drawing ſteel. 
This Hero thy reſiſtleſs Charms 

Have won, to fly into thy arms, 

For think not any mean deſign, 

Or the inglorious itch of Coyn, 

Could ever have his breaſt controll'd, 

Or make him be a Slave to Gold ; 

His Love's as freely given to Thee, 

As to the King nis Loyalty, 

Then, Oh receive thy mighty prize 
With open Arms and wiſhing Eyes, 

Kiſs that dear Face, where may be ſeen 
His Worth and Parts that (culk within ; 
That Face that juſtly til'd may be 
. As true a Diſcoverer as He. 

1 hink not he ever falſe will prove. 

His well known Truth ſecures his Love x 
Do you a while divert his cares 

From his important grand affairs - 

Let him have reſpite now a while 

From kindling the mad Rabbles Zeal. 
Zealthat ig/hot as fire, yet dark and blind, 
Shews plainly where its birth-place we may find, 


li 
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Jn Hell, where tho' dire flames for ever glow, 


Tet "tis the place of utter Darkneſs too. 
But to his Bed be ſure be true, 


As he toall the world, and You, 

He all your Plots will elſe betray, 

All ye She-Matchiavils can lay. 

He all deſigns you know has found, 

Tho! hatch'd in Hell, or under ground ; 
Oft to the world ſuch ſecrets ſhew, 

As (carce the Plotters themſelves knew ; 
Yetif by chance you hap to ſin, | 
And Love while Honour's napping ſhou'd creep 
Yet be diſcreet, and do not boaſt [in. 
O'th' Treaſon by the common Poſt. 

So ſhalt thou ſtil] make him Love on - 


All Virtues in Diſcretion. 


Sothou with hi: (halt ſhine, and be 
As great a Patriot as He ; | 

And when, as now in Chriſtmraſe, all 
For a new Pack of Cards do call, 
Another Popiſh Pack comes out 


| Topleaſfe the Cits, and charm the Rout; 


Thou mighty Queen ſhalt a whole Suit command, 
A Crown upon thy Flead, « Scepter in thy Hand. 


Funeral 
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a 
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Funeral Tears upon the Death of Captain 
William Bedloe. 


Ad Fate ! our valiant Captain Bedloe, 

In Earths cold Bed lies with his head:Jow ; 
Who to his laſt made out the PLOT, 

And Swearing dy'd upon the [por. 

Sure Death was Fopiſbly affeGed, 

She had our Witnels elſe protected ; 

Or. down-right Papiſt ; or che Jade 

A Papiſt is in Maſquerade- 

The valiant Bedloe, Learned Oates, 
From Popilh Knives ſav d all our Throats : 
By (uch a Sword, and (uch a Gown, 

Soon would the Beaſt have tumb['d down. 
They conquer like the [/ebrew King, 

And Oaths at Rome's Golia (ling ; 

And never take? (rod's name in vain; 

As many Ouths, {0 many ſlarr. 

The ſtoutelt of the {omar Band 

Cbuld not'their thund'ring Volleys ſtand 3 
But all thoſe Miſtoners of Hell 

By dint of Affidavit tell. 

Great things our Feroe brought to light z 
Yet-greatcr (till kept our of fight : 


And 
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And, for his King andiCommreys: lake, | +. 1" 
Still New Diſcoveries could make 2 TO 
In proper leaſon to.relieve, 1/ 
He (till kept ſomething in his ſleeve, 
He was become, for England's good, 
An endleſs Mine, 2 waſtleſs Flood: 3- 
Still Prodigal, yet never Poor 4 
No ſpending could exhauſt his Store, 
But Eeath, (alas)! that Popiſþ Fiend, 
To all our hopes has put an end ; 
Has (topt the Courſe, and dry'd the Spring 
Which hew Plhot-tidings would bring. | ..* 

This Witneſs (did the Fares fo pleaſe) 
Had (worn us into Happineſs ? 
Made the Conrt Chafte, Religiovn Pare, 
And wrought an Univerſal Cure; 
Sworn /eftminfter into good Order 
Reform'd Chief Juſtice and Recorder 3 
The Land from Romifh Locuſts putg'd, 
And from I hitehall the Chits had ſcourg'd 5 
Had judg'd the great Succeſſzon-Caſe, 
And (worn the Crown to the right place. 
ENGLAND! thy mighty loſs bemoan $ 

Thy watchful Centinel is gone ! 
Now may the P#lgrims Land from Spain, 
And (Undiſcover'd) croſs the Main : 
Now may the Forty thouſand Mex 
.In Popiſh Arms be rais'd agen : 
Black-Bills may flie about our Ears : 
(Who ſhall ſecure us from our Fears ?) 


Jeſuits 
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Both Sott and Drunkard lurk in ev'ry part ; 

Nor is bis Temper thns 412:.c betray d, 

"Tis on his Face in Ruby Signs diſplay'd. 

Well may we dowbt the Goipzl of that FP LOT, 
Whoſe chiefe$t Baidence is UF A SOTT, 
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Jeſuits may fall to their old' Sport | 
Of burning, ſhying Town and Court, 
And we be ne'r the wiſer for't. 

| ; Then pity wa; exert thy Fowr, 

Ws To ſave ws in this dangerows hour : 

Wh Thou he to death ſworn many men, 

"iſ Ah! ſwear thy ſelf to life again. 

E ANAGRAM and ACROSTICK 

4 On the Salamanca-Docor, 

1 TITUS OATS 

"i JUST A SOTT. 

| i | ( fer d, 

\þ VV zz Adam proper Names on Beaſts con- 

i k The Salamanca-Do@or was it þ' Herd 

=; The Midwiſe, ſhe foreſaw 'twonld prove a Dunce, | 

| So gave hin Name and Character at once - | 

< Which but unfold, and j1yn acain with Art, j 


An 
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An ACROSTICK. | 
T rayter to God, damn'd Source of Blaſphemy, 
] nſe& of Rell, grand Maſs of Perjury 
T horopgh-pac'd Villain, ſecond unto none, 
7 nleſs to Judas, (if by him out-done; ) 
$ atan's black Agent, Hells Monopoly, 
O f all that's called $in and Villainy : 
A curſed Parent of an Hell-bred Brood, 
T eacher of Lies, Spiller of guiltleſs Blood ; 
E nglands dark Cloud, Eclipfing all her Glory 
S$ atan's Delight,. and Hells Repoſitory. 


The Convert SG OT, and Apoſtate 
ENGLISH. 


I. 
[ eveland ;, thy Aſhes (ſure) willriſe, 
4 The Scots, are Profſelites become, 
Here were thoſe Rebels in diſguile ; 
And now thou wouldl(t reverſe their Doom. 


A. 

Twas our Fanatich Presbyter, 

The Devils Factors made the Plot, 

By them miſled, the Scots did Err; 
When then thou call'dit, Apoſtate Scor. 


3 . 
The Proverb; From the North 0 Good, 
Is now turn'd South, where Perjur'd Slaves 


Swear 
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Swear us toGaa]sz and ina Flood 
Of Butchery, ſcarce give us Graves. 


. 


Whoſe Pride firſt mov'd them to Rebel,, 
But you Incarnate, worlt of all, oy 
Through Malige Gog and Man would Sell. 


| y LION 
The Damned Crew of Angels all, 


Devil toDevils all were true, | | 
Bur Man to, Map, nothought.can reach, 
"Nature wouſd ceaſe to be, jf you 

Might cat off a1 you would Jmpeach. 

6. 

The Laws conftruction doth he = 

In Judges Breaſts 3;4he Letzer kills ; 
Irrttice, fuchF.y Acncethfows by, 

Whoſe lives are 4#famous for Ns. 


. 2 h 
There's ſeveniof them, and ſeven more, - % 
Have Covenamedtl atl-with/Hell, - 4 


To make feven deadly Sins4hew Whore 3 
Noae ever knew-her half ſo well. 

Theſe Villains charge themfelves with:Crimes 
They have not done ? Damn'd Policy! 

T hat what they fwear at other times 

May be believ'd, though 'Perjury ! 


9. | 
To whitha-Pardon being had, 
Then Hang who ure they will accule 5 


And. 


1d 
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And make the Raging Rabble mad, 
When any man for pany Sues: 


Reaſon 1s Witchcraft 3 'or elſe why 
Can any Man of Senſe beheve 

Such Basket- Crew, e're came ſonigh 
To Courts and Councils to deceive. 


II, 
_ Commiſſions, Armies, Fleets, and France, 


All this Intrigue diſcover'd be 


Oates, Bedloe, Dugdale, Dangerfield and TR 
Who can believe ſo pag a Lye? P21 


Did ever men:ſell their Belief 

To Goals and Pillories ? who yet 
Gives Credit toa Common Thief, 
Or Branded Rogue on miſchief (et? 


Plague of the Innocent, the Nations Curſe, 
The hand of Heaven will cut down 5 

Since God made Man, none ever worle 
Pretended yet to ave a ——Ms 


But theſe the Vulgar Hereling Slaves, 
The Boſhaws uſe to Storm their Works, 


| And raiſe themſelves upon their Graves ; Z 


Such are our Ezgl;/b "I Tarks. 


Juſtice awake, Sram fir thou faſt, 
Thou wert o'c:rul'd by Perjuries : 


But 
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But Langhorn's Cale urges thy haſt, 
To clear fair Truth irom Forgeries. 


16. 
Now un-deceived, be juſt and bold, 
You dare enough, do then as well, 
And growing Good, as you grow Old, 
Ages to, come may your Juſtice tell. 


17. 
Our Laws are founded, or ſhould be, 
On the Laws of God, Pho never Kill 
When they can Save; and yet you lee 
How Blood of Innocents we Splll. 

18, 
The Law condemns a Prieſs to die, 
But Supream Law commands them no, 
That ſor their Lives they mult not flie ; 
One of the two they mult forego. 

19. 
Our Faith in many points agree, 
Our Birthrights we may claim of. old ; 
What isit then to any. he 
If ancient Verity I:hold. 


20. 
Likely, you Err, for upward look, 
What ages paſt believ'd do I, | 
And nearer to'the Spring, the Brook 
Far diſtant, doth in Puddles die : 

It at the Fount, I Drink or Waſh, 
The Chriltal Spring hath -us'd no daſh. 


Hath 


th 


21. 1 


| Hath Charity deferv'd to Die, 


Our Saviour Suftered for that; 
We ſometimes kill an Enemy, 
Not murther Friends for none knows what, 


22. 

Our Laws receive their force from Power, 
And the Offenders forfeit Life ; 

Here 'tis, where Law doth Law devour, 
And why, ſuch Law, would end the Strife ? 


22. 
Men long in Peace, deſerving well 
From King and Country, now (urpriz'd, 
And charg'd with Crimes, no age can tell, 
But thoſe who have this Plot devisd. 


24+ 
Now worthy JScrogs, your Brethren too; 


; Unbyaſs'd Jet your Judgements fall; 


We darethe World, what they can do, 
May we have Juſtice, when we call. 


25. 
Oh! Cleaveland, hadf(t thou liv'd this age, 
Thou couldſt not Write, unleſs to Lie; 
For none but Devils tread our Stage : 
Where ſpeaking Truth, you ſurely Die 
For publick Good or Popery: 

26. 
A King to Govern, or elſe none, 
A Linſey-woolſey Government 3 


E 'Tis 
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'Tis Rabble Property they own, 
And ſay *tis Law, or ſo 'tis meant. 
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They ſtalk with one ambitions Fool, 
Aﬀeding Papularity z 

Make uſe of Him as a Cloſe-ſtoo], 
Firſt 61] Hlim up, then $hrow Him by. 


28. 
The Monſter Mobile, then Roars, 
Prepar'd by th' Mauntebank of State, 
We'll have no Fools, nor Sons of Whores, 
A Commonwealth ſhall end their Date. 


—— 
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29 
Nor King, nor Parhament, nor Laws, 
Kill all pretenders to the Crown; 
Nor Lords, nor Biſhop thoſe Py'd Daws, 
With aJl adherents ſhall go down. 


_ | 
Then up go we, hee the Land ; | 
Too long they have ufurp'd our Right : 2, 
And now by turns, we'll all command, | 
And (hew the Warld our laft New Light. 


3I. 
Are we not good as Fiſher-men ? 


Our Hogan-Mogarn Neighbours now ; 
They were cal\'d Traytors 3 and what then? | 
Their King that was, now does them allow, 


32. 
They did Reform, it thriv'd, ſo good, | | 
God did intend what they ſhould be 3 


Thej 


| 


| 
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They were inforc'd to let ſome Blood, | 


' (As We) to purge 1 "Og 


Your Elders Laws have that vaſt ſcope, 
Preliminary to all Power 3 


; Eachin his Pariſh would be Pope, 


Like Beal's Prieſts all "Ig devour: 
Theſe are your Sainehive Rules of 9tate, 


+ And Lacifer hath LeQur'd you; 
| All above you, ye Deadly hate, 


And would not God _ have his due. 
Muſt ſtill the Van Religion, 


Led on by Lies and falſe pretence, 


Bring up the Rear Rebe[zor: ; 


+ And blind your Reaſon without Senſe. 


| 36. 
- Set up an Idol-Parliament 
; Which with falſe Worſhip men adore, 


As if Religzor were now meant, 
The Houſe of js” Common- Whore. 


The lights of Hoen K.4 fo plain, 

Though Cheats our fight, yet none believe, 

But Hocws ſtill he doth remain, 

Through fme Conveyance in his Sleeve. 
38. 


; Thus Captain Satan leads you on 3 


hej 


Your Pride and Malice makes you Swel, 
E 2 Then 
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Then Captain Jeaves Je all alone, 
Youl find the way oo ſelves to Hell, 


Damn'd Hypocrites , Kebellious Race, 
In Power Impudent and Bold; _ 
Pale Whining Cowards; Face to Face 


Your Good and Hopes lyes in your Gokd. 


Short-fighted Fools, _ your baſe Coin 
Corrupt that God who Kings proteQs, 
Or ſuffer you to break that Line, 
Which he hath made, and (till direQts. 
Il, 

'Tis not to caſt ran Pocrey, | 
But by your counterfeited Zeal ; 
To raiſe New- Erglands Anarchy, 
Devolving to a Commonweal. 

42. 
Too long on Caterpillers , I 
Digreſſion make , but now to Men 
Whoſe Honour, in Antiquity 
Deſerves to be reviv:d again. 


43- 
Religion early there embrac'd © 
By Race of Kings, Chriſtians bold, 
Brave men at Arms, and not debas'd ; 
And now this Age revives the Old. 


44 
Now Sweet blows the Northern Air, 
Diſpelling Miſts, and no Clouds there ; 
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[The Rebel Covenant waſhed fair, 


| No thoughts againit an apparent Heir, 


45- 
' Brave Scots go on, a Braver man 
'Ne're wanted yet Protection, 


Than our Great Duke of 7ork ; what can, 
But This, merit Oblivion ? 
All that is paſt of Guilty Fa&, 
Lies buried here, in this one AR. 

46. 
None live Unblemiſh'd , or who not deceiv'd, 


| Who ever Trults unhappily 


_ | Mayerr 3 If none muſt be believ'd, 


[he 


We mult forſake Society. 


Li 47 
; Frailties to all men are allow'd; 


We Plume not here on Angels Wings g 
The weak or fearful in a- Cloud, 
Cannot diltinguith beſt of Things. 

48. 
Repentance wipes out blackeſt Spots, 


: It ye relapſe yare fick to death, 
; Be henceforth Vall'd the Convert-Scote, 


This Covenant fign now with your Breath, 
49. 


A Glorious occaſion now 


Courts ye with opportunity : 
Let after-ages ſay of You 
When all men fail'd us, You ſtood by. 


E 3 Your 


gn_= — 
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50. 

Your King, your Country, all their Friends 
Now need your Duty, and your Love, 
Bravely appear, and make amends ; 

Let's Hand in Hand together move- 


| T. 
Down with your Kirk: Roolt, Curb them ſq 
They cannot hurt z take Sword in Hand, 
Defend your King from In-bred Foe. 
And Tork conduct you in Command. 


52, 
The Law of Nature binds Mankind, 
And that Religion is fo true, 

To give and take with equal mind, 
To God and C2ſar, what is due. 


Rouſe then, Brave wy. , let the World ſee, 
What you dare do for Royal Blood ; 
Your Lives and Country are not free ; 
*Lais you maintain Monarchy Good. 


But if ye fail, all Good mens Gprie 
On you and your Poſterity : 
May ye be Slaves, and what is worle, 
Beg Bread of your Presbytery. 


tt 4 .]}_T,T  _ www{t 
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A Poſtſcript upon the D. of York's Return 


to Scotland. 


Ow 7ork again Shines in our Sphere, 
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A conſtant Day-light, true born Son; 


Which doth forebode a Happy Year, 
Now finiſh what you =_ begun. 


Jf your wild Spirit is | polſeſt | 
With Heliifh Principles Rebel, 

And againft Legal Power proteſt, 
Send them the ſhorteſt way to Hell. 


For ſpeedy Juſtice in . Storm, 

And Mutiny mere Souls doth Save, 
Then flow Proceeding by Laws Form, 
Loſt time, a Maſter's _ a Slave. 


Examples made to _. 4 | 

Makes men ognfider what they do ; 
Where no Reprieve is, but muſt Die, 
Men are unapt te that Foe. 


Let your Great Council make an AQ, 
And by that AQ all Subjects Bind, * 
To take an Oath, orelſe be Racke, 
Till the Succeſſion they have Sign d. 


E 4 


A | 
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| | 6. 
Our Lofty Shrubs rais'd by the King, 
That on his Seat, Juſtice Ont-face, 
Muſt tumble down,- that no ſuch thin 
Be evernam'd ; but with Diſgrace. 


Ingrateful Brntes, baſer than Slaves, 
The fallen Angels is your fin, 

Who for. your Makers do dig Graves ; 
But in thoſe Pits your ſelves fall in. 


8. 
Fooliſh Achitophbels; his Fate 
Follows your Steps,;- and you muſt Die 
For the ſame Cauſe, and at the Gate, 
Where Treaſon's joyn'd with Perjury. 


9, 

The Proteſtant Religion 

Ts the falſe cry., and common Cheat 

Of all your Atheiſm 5 who have none, 
Nor will, till brought to Judgement Seat. 


IL ©. 
There by Confeſſion purge your Guilt, 
Mercy may meet you at the Stage, 
Tell Godjrey's Death';-:and what Blood's Spilt 
By your Defigns, *anid peoples Rage. 


tr. 
Then, not tilt then;:hree Kingdoms may, 
In Unity give Praite2rta God. ;. - : : 
And all gogd menrgjoyee, and ſay, 
Charles's Stopter is/like Aaron's Rod. 


POEMS. 57 
: 'I2, 
| Then all true Subjects will obey, 
The wild F-amaticks will Conform ; 
Then all the World with Us will ſay, 
God Sav'd us in a mighty Storm. 


I 3» 
If you deny, all thinking Men 
| Conclude an Arbitrary Power, 
Deſign'd by You, to ſave you, when 
Y are no where Safe but in the Tower. 


—_— 


The Mad.men's Hoſpital : or a preſent 
Remedy to Cure the Presbyterian ltch., 


H, Happy Soyl ! unhappily poſleſsd, 
Your Natives now invade your ſacred 
And that Religion we all profeſsd, [Peace ; 
Muſt now by Extirpation ſurceaſe : 
Our Laws are broken, Birthrights ta'en away 3 
Baniſh.'d or Murder'd , Innocents betray. 


ZS+ 
This Hell-bred change, hath Reformation 
By bold Interpretation of Text; [brought | 
.W hat was believ'd, and our Forefathers taught, |? 
By new Dark-Lanthorn-Lights is now per- ' 
New Governments ſet up,the Rabble ſee [plext 
A way to Rule the Church, and Monarchy. 


J- 
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3. 

Oh, treble damn'd! Rebels to God and King ! 
Who firſt Arms into the Roundheads hands, 

Taught them to know their Bruitiſh ſtrength ; 

| [who bring 

A right of Levelling on all mens Lands : 

Like Hounds unhunted, left to their own Chaſe, 

Seize all that croſs their way, Noble or Baſe. 


They love the King, as School- boys Maſters love, 
Let them do what they will ; how good a 
Corrett them, he's a Tyrant,none above { man, 
Them, they admit,then govern them that can : 
Bzeak up the School,a Commonwealth their cry's, 
Learming hath fool'd the World, and taught us 
| £ | [ Lies. 


| 5. 
Thus in this wilful and preſuming Age, 
Where Reafon's blinded with Opinion, 
For cvrrent Truth, upheld by th' Peoples Rage, 
They {purn at Truth, and true Rehgion : 
Thoſe Bea(t-like Rights, which greater beaſts 


[ perſwade, 
Are the falle Opticks of their cheating Trade, 
Hot - 6. 
Poas Countrymen! the whole worlds hate or 
| ſcorn 


- Led by a creeping f/:l/ oth' W3ſps falſe Fire 3 
Like him to. Malice, and ©o Miſchiefs born, 
Leads youtaperty in poyan Myres 
11GE 
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Pride made the Devil, what 1s't made Thee (vu? 
Malice 3 ſo coupled, both together go. 


But tell me yer, Mad- —_ have Intervals, 
What end do you propoſe, ſuppoſe your Plot 
Should take effe&t, that Palaces, and Halls, 
The King, the Duke, Lords;Papiſts, and who 
Should in one ruine fall;what will ſucceed? [ not 
Cutting of Throats, making each other bleed. 


8. 
For Jeſus Chriſt will not deſcend to Reign, - 
You (in his Members) crucifie him here 3 
In time compleat, when he will come again, ' 
'Twill be to Your Confufion and Fear : 
Order ſupports the World, nothing can ſtand 
Without'it z Beaſts have Order and Command. 


9. 
Thoſe very Sets, who now together joyn, 
Will then divide, and each their claim advance: 
This is the Truth I hold ; thatLorſhip's mine 3 
"Tis falſe, *tis not, *tis for the K. of Fraxce : 
For when that one anothers Blood we draw, 
'Tis time a third ſhould come to give us Law. 
Yare on a Precipice, and one ſtep more, 
Yare loſt ; return, for Judgment's at your dore, 


IO, 


Recipe. 
Take but one grain of Faith from the Rock pure, 
And fix itfaſt to the right Anchor- —_— 
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Mixt with the Oyl of Charity ; 'twill cure, 
Apply'd to the Heart fide 3 Probatum hoc : 
This never fail'd,laſts while the World endures, 

Cloſe kept ; andall Mankind's diſeaſes cures. 


Tony's Soliloquie's. 


Hen the Plot I firſt invented, 
'. T wasravifh'd in conceit, 
To ſee its frame fo well cementeds 
Varniſh'd over with Deceit. 
It was an Infantof my Spirit, 
Nay, the Darling of my Soul, 
If its contrivance be a Merit, 
By Jove the Cooper did well Boul, 


2. 
For to give this Engine Motion, 
To arrive where it did rend, 
I fill'd the Vulgars ears with 'Notion, 
And Goſpel of my Oatezr Friend ; 
I] anted:ted all Tranſitions, 
 Diftmgurſh'd Stiles of New and O14, 
In the State i madefuch Fractions : 
Soinc 1 bought, and (ome I (old, 


| i 1 3» 
-1 TREYWAb#te 1 o Jiltemper'd, 

{© Withrhe Mapitk'bE my Core 

| EOS ; None 
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None but wou'd his Soul have ventur'd -.,: 
Where brave Tony bore a Share ;- Mi! 
Have I not in Abomination 
Held the Miter and Laws Sleeves, 
And Itcht at a ſecond Sequeltration, 
To pull down ſuch Ghoſily Theeves. 


4. 
Have I not taught the Sanhedrim 
TolImperate, and not Obey ? 
They had Genn-fleFion done to them, 
Which men to Crowned Heads do pay. 
Then would I Barter for Repeal 1% 
O'th' Five and Thirtieth of Queen Beſs, ® 
To make a way for Commonweal, ME 


(The Centre of Our Happineſs.) 


How many hot and high Debates, 
Ia favour of th' Excluſfve Bl, 
I bandy'd 'twixt the two Eſtates, 
(Th'effe&ts of my depraved will! ) 
By Subornation, to the Block 
I brought, a Loyal Noble Peer ; 
And truſted others to that Lock, 
Which colt my Buck and me ſo dear. 


6. 
In fine, poor profligated Wretch, 
For toindulge my Minion Spight, 
My Seared Conſcience I did ſtretch, 
And did Old Rowley's Guards Indig. 


I did 
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I did eſpouſe all | Wickedneſs, | 
And only lov'd whar's purely Evil , 
In that alone was my Exceſs 
Then rake thy own Afociate 5 Devil. 


_— _  — 


The Badger in the Fox-Trap , or a Satyr 
upon Satyrs. 


\Omus nor Momus, now muſt be my Theam, 
1My Muſe muſt mourn in a more ferious 
[ {trean. 
Since I, who ne'r could write to humor Men, 
To humor Beaſts, muſtnow induJge my Pen. 
One April Evening, I alone did lye, [| high, 
In my Chamber Window, ſome three Stories 
To view the profpe& of the welcom Spring, 
And hcar Night's Choriſters their Anthems ling. 
Bur all thoſe Chanting Quire {oon were ſ(car'd, 
By a voice unhallowed, they and I both heard. 
The more the Calm, the more the noiſe increaſt, 
Voice hke a Man, but calfd it (elf a Beaſt, 
With Hums, and Haws, and Groans did thus be- 
Did cver God create ſo Vile a thmg! F[pin, 
Interna] and External Hoddy-doddy, 
A perfect Monſter both in Soul and Body- 
Beſides my Names and Titles are as Numerous, 
As al] my Actions, various (till, Cand Humorous) 
Some 
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Some call me Tozzy, ſome Achitophel ; 
Some Jack a- dandy, ſome old Matchrvel, 
Some call me Devil, ſome his Fofter- Brother, 
And Turn-Coat Rebel all the Nation over. 
And ſome compare me to a ſneaking Snail, 
Who keeps its Shell in ſtorms of Wind and Hail. - 
Some call me Eydra with a hundred Heads, 
And ſome a Monſter all of Matchleſs Legs ; 
Others the Scab from whence the Infe&tion 

[ Breeds 

Some call me Hedge-hog in a Prickly Skin, 
And that a treble Fiend is wrapt within. 

But a Badger now , caught by a Fatal ſnap, 
By th'longeſt Leg, within the Foxes Trap. 
Which here was laid for ſome fuch Animal ; 
When e're I'm freed, I ſurely drop to Hell. | me, 
The morel tug, the more the Spring doth bind 
Nay one tug more leaves allmy Legs behind me, 
My Eimbs and Sinnes , are (o feeble grown, 
Thar were I looſe, I cannot ſtand alcne, 

Each member doth each others grief bemoan. 

Tho'I from God deſerve this punifhmentr, 

Why ſhould the Devil ſuch a Friend torment, 

Whom I haveever took for my Prote&or, 

And for ten thouſand Souls he is my Debtor. 

Can he atlaſt a Treacherous Guardian be, 

As I've been to all that truſted me. 

'Tis for his fake that I'm Deform'd and Hiſt at, 

As Wards all their Life 3 like Rams: horns 
Twiſted. 


But 
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But poor Devil, now perhaps ſuſpeted me; 
That I'de Recant to get my Liberty. 
And therefure Hampers me in this Crampt Jail, 
That I have ſcarce room to wag my poor old 
[ Tail. 
Which Ile ne're do, to gain three Kingd. more, 
Than. my Ambition, hop'd to make meſure, * 
Who knows what Nick hath yer tor me in 
[ [tore ? 
Poor Fiend, on m2 us'd to have tender Care, 
And made me eminent in Peace & War, { (car. 
And yet I have Senie Children and Fools to 
By teaching Sex and [ranch to Write great Lies 
How mighty. Monſters quarrel in the Skies. 
ViGons at Hatfield, either White or Green, 
Far more Prodigjous than the Fairy Queen. 
To make them believe the Papiits (till are 
[ Plotting, 
Te cut the Throats o'th* Saints whilſt they are 
| [Napping, 
And that they burnt the City down about us, 
As ſure as I was ever Stout or Honeſt. 
And that they] endeavour for to do't again, 0 
Tolay the Land in nniverſal Flame ; 
Tho” they themſelves be ſtifled in the Steam. \ 
And how to. make the Neighbours hate each 
[ other 
And for Revenge to: Murder one another ; 
And to make aKing to (ell a Royal Brother. 


To 


| 


| 


| 


- 


And to make the great ones like Pike in Pond, 
To D-vour the Smaller over the Land. 
Theſz: are but pretty Sympto:ns of the Shams, 
When my Famthar gave but {ingle DDrams. 
But when tor ickly State we do contrive, 
Oh! /oger, Roger / Oh! my Dribling fide ! 
Come bring a »poon, before [ am quite Spent, 
And from this Lap receive ny Excrement. 
vhy Roger, i 'arry, Tom, | ill, Martha 
Where's all the Rogues and Bitchzs, ſome of 
[ you come forth a- 
The great Defludtion of my Canker'd Spleen, 
Ihe Scum o'h' poyſon will not (tay within, 
Put drains from th' Conclave of declining parts, 
And quite ob{tradteth my Etherick Arts 
Vell,l keep Currs,but I'm the Dog that barks. ) 
Then he himlelf unbuckPd , and ler fly 
Venemous Extraction, till his Pump waxt dry. 
\Which he perceiving, tug'd and pumpt the 
11 all 1is Engines he in pieces tore, [ more 
Then ltke an Als, the Badger he did rore. 
H2 Snurl'd, and Curſt.and Swore he was undone, 
Expos'd to the Scorn of every Mothers Son. 
Having loſt the Slaice which many years had 
[ ſtood, 
Ant at his pleaſure drown'd the Land in Blood. 
And tho” tos ruine it made the wider Gape, 
He tound himſelf the Faſter in the Trap, 
fl: Hal'd his Limbs, which had his Soul longs 
hated. 


F - Bat 


os POEM S. 


But the Badger's faſt,and fears he ſhall be baited. 
Put am I now forſaken of my Friends, 


Fools, nor Knaves, Servants, nor none attends, | 


Hells damn'd Fiends , break off thole Slaviſh | 


{ Chains, 
Releaſe your Friend, in theſe unpitied Pains. 


BE 
'\ 
v 


Where's my Companions, o'th' ſame Imputa- | 
[ tion | 


My Fellow Sharers in the Ruine o'th Nation. 
Where's my Cabals, and Mercenary Men, 
Where's Silly Perkin , where's Franck, Tick 
[ and Ben : 
Where's my Nurſery, that Piſt all in a Pen ? 
Wher's all onr Senate, with their lowd Debates 
Where's our Committees, thoſe Impiſh Quacks 
If hat no Redreſs ? [ of State? 
Fiends, Furies. Goblins, Uſhers of BJ:ck Shades, 
Infernal Hell- Hounds, T Conjure your Aids, 
Riie up and Tear my Tired Limbs afunder , 
Let me like Fayſius be a ſecond Wonder. 
Fhen one in Black came limping with all Speed, 
] thought the Devil had been come indeed 3 
So dic the Badger, and on his Tail did Squat, 


Badg. Good Mr. Devil, do not take me yet. | 
Dr. I am no Devil, but Chief Dcctor in the | 


[ Synod, 

Who came from Salamanca in a Minuit ; 
Ler's feel your Wounds, to Cure yon Þ will try. 
B. Oh! Curſed R---- thon'tt as foul with 


as & 
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What need'ſt thou feel me Dog, thou wilt undo 
[me, 
My Vi&im's gone, a man may ſee quite through 
Mme. 
[ am paſt the help of DoFor or of Devils, 
Nothing but Death , can cure theſe growing 
[ Evils: 
D. But ſince your Diſtemper is ſo Deep and 
[ Bloody, 
And I a Doctor both for Soul and Body ; 
| Prepare your (elf to make a True Contellion, 
| Beit whatit will, Te give you Abſolution. 
| [I am not like thoſe common ſort of Pries, 
Who Abſolve none but their own S:lly Geeſe. 
I Pardon all, both — Biter, Dipper, Fendant, 
Tho' Perjury and Treaſon hang at the end on't; 
Allforts of Rebels, Hypocrites and Atheiſts, 
I Pardon all , but Cavaliers and Papiits. 
 B. Sbme of my Sins are Forty years of Age; 
Muſt I bring thoſe again upon the Stage ? 
D. Yes thoſe to chooſe , they are old , and 
[now grown Hory, 
| Shake out the Bag, and make anend oth Story. 
B. But how ſhall I begin this great Con- 
| [ feſlton ? 
\ Which in my Soul doth make this great Im- 
 [ preſſion. 
D. Not like the Papiſts with a Bleer'd © 
[ Contritiott, 
Speak boldly, with Conſcience like a Tanner, 
+ & Make 
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Make every fin a Trophy ot your Honour. 
HB. Whr,in Forty one,and two. and three, and 
| then began ro love a handlom W-— [F our 
D. Very good Sir, well and how much mor«? 
£, The reſt are State-Attairs, not to be dij- 
[ clos d, 

And by ÞMalignants, are too much ſuppos'd 

And (o all thar, may well be thus Excus'd ; 

I own I have, both Church and King abus d. 
7). But you mult Specity each dubious Query, 
PB. Nay then 'twill laſt from 7aze till January. 
Dr. Well we muſt follow Order, Courle and 

{ Form, 
R. Plague dam the Order, I ſuch cuſtom ſcorn: 

It has been mv Study, ever from my Cradle, 

To break all Formal Order, far as I was able. 

And mult Inow, to fave an old damn'd Soul, 

Godimbugue, cach Cranny, Chink and Hole ? 

D. Ihe more you own , your Crime will be 
[ the Leiler, 

Hear to your Revercnd Father, and Conteflor. 
F. Prophare Impoltor, Reverend do'lt thou lay, 

That halt been Perpur'd ewenty times aday 

In Capital and Moral Bloody C:lts, 

fo Murther Innocents with thy Diſpraces, 
DD. Twas to Oblivre our Sworn Fraternities, 

And to deltroy the Canlts {ubile Enemies. 

FB, Will Prowl ind youare much Retorm'd, 

SINCE om wot have Wake: 'd and Diflalv d. 
PD, was ill my nature to Sul with the 

Wind Y Com? 
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Come (crape the Kettle, out with what's behind. 
B. Lord Father, you have ſuch influence o're 
[ me, 
| wou'd ſpeak all, but that zou'] quite abhor rac. 
D. Oh! you Iittle Baſhfu!, Oid, Arch Wag, 
You know [I neither dare Divulge nor Brag. 
B. Why, in Forty three, I then began to Feel, 
Which way Dame Fortune wou'd bing round 
| her Wheel. 
Then [laid hold on that great Jaſtrument, 
And left the King for K. and Parliament. 
Me they embrac'd, and my Advice did crave, 
Finding I'd wit enough to be a Knave. 
Then 1 fell on, *gainſt Church, and King and 
| [ Heaven 5 
And Still my Conſcience with times kept Even :; 
And ne re Recanted what | Uindertook, 
Till K. was kill'd, and th'Son the Land fortvok. 
And then the Scepter fell in 1 raitours Hands, 
And ] was ready to afliſt Commands. 
Then I was made a Miniſter of State, 
And found a way the Church to Extirpate. 
Then I helpt No/ to ſet up Presbyters, 
And puli'd the Biſhops Surplice o're their ears þ 
And made the Clergy look like Privateers. 
As they went down, Tub-Preachers they did 
Preach'd Order,Altar down,and Sacrifice. | riſe, 
[ made him know, through States great Policy, 
Thoſe were the men to maintain Tirany. 
Nel being ſafe, by what I had done for him, 
F 3 — 
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\ Then Clutch'd his Reyal Hand bcutween my 
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Suſpected me, 'cauſe I Petray'd my King. 
Then to our Tribe he openly Proclaims, 
He'd never Truſt a man that hac three Names, 
He Smoak'd my Soul from its Minority, 

Still to be Oppoſite to all Authority. 


Then I was {orc'd new Meaſures for to take, 
With the Kings Friends ſome {mall Contracts did 


[ make, 

I Beg d they wou'd with Patience be con- 
[ tented, 

For the Kings Return, a means was juſt in- 
vented 


But this was done, when I] could not prevent it. 
I put my ſelf ith Front oth Sufferers, | Scars. 
Tho like to them , I had neither Wounds nor 
When he arriv'd wi; :th glorious Acclamations,) 
And fill'd with Joys the L onging Expectations, \ 
All Loyal Rcartud Souls of thcic three Nations.) 
And every hea:t that had been Musket Proof, 
For K. and Country under Fortuncs Roof, 
Had Broke the Fatal Spells of Slaveries, 
With Joys did meet the King upon their Knees, 
I like a Spaniel-whelp did lurk a Loof, 
And Squint quite through the Qpticks of my 
[ Hoot: 
Expe&Ging when the K. on me would Call ; 
And cry my Merits up above thein All. 
But when I found [le d14 mind me no more, 
Juſt to His Feet, I Crept upon all Four. 


Vaws, As 
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As if I'd never been for Good Old Cauſe. 

Then His Clemency. remitted what was paſt, 
| With Place and Title, he my Honour Grac'd; 
Which I improvd, till I was grown (o High, 

' That I again did envy Monarchy. 

Which being ſmelt by Tork, I was Degraded, 
And out of all my Dignities Defeated. 

And ever fince my Brain has been a working, 
For Sweet Revenge, my Soul hath ſti!! been 
To ſeveral Attempts I did aſpire, { lurking. 
E'reI could pitch on one that would take Fire. 

Till I had got this Fatal-Plot well grounded, 
WithSeconds, and with ſham: plots to ſurround it. 
Which ſerves as Paint upon an old Bawds * 


7l 


To fill up Furrows, and to give a Grace ; 
As Painters always Imperfec&tion Blaze. 
And here wel make Friendly, Fair Concluſion, 
| prithee DoFor give me Abſolution.. 
D. Nay hold a while, your Crimes but now 
[ begin Sir, 
Theſe were but Virtues to your latter Sins Sir. 
You rauſt rub up your Brains and Face about, 
We have the Plot-Myſtick, yet to Hammer our. 
B. G-- Dam your Reverence, let that go by, 
You are as deep 1'th dirt in that as I ; 
D. Pox rot your Honour, that's a Plaguy Lie. 
You have confeſt, you were the Engeneer, 
That draw'd the Lines , which way the Plot 
\would Bear; 
That who ſhou'd keep the Front,and who the 
Rear, B. 
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B. And had not yourImpudence ſtil over ated, 
Our Purpoſe long ere this had been Perfected, 
D. Zounds twas for that, that | by you was 
[ choſen, 
"Cauſe I could Uut-face all the Truth in Heaven, 
B. But not to Snap the Council up like Pea- 
{ {ants, 
And call them Raſcals in the Roval. Preſence. 
Nor yet to call the Lite-Guards *Vopifh Traitors, 
As1it we were thor Makers and Creators. 
Nor to throw an Oda on them at their Inns.) 
When you law our party totter liks Nine- pinns 
Too late to make the world clicem us Kings. \ 
Nor to call Inn- KeCpers | iOgucs for Entertalning 
The King's Lite-Guards ; thote things Jivulg'd 
| QUr MCAaninNg. 
Nor to call your ſelf the Savioar of the Natic 
As if there had been Oars from the Conodus 
D. 'S death, Hive you not acted worle ihan 


P 


You vex me fo, I {carce have time to PG. (this? | 


You have thele icven years, made 1t your liudy 

To draw diſgulted Partics to a Body. 

You hbetd Communion with Tub: Preachers jur- 
[ 110g, 

And draw d their Brethrcn aliogethcr, limug- 


ages 
[ g119 


Thnew toly Sifrers with whom they Ingender, 


And piung forth Brood that's hight wiih th” lame 


[ Linder ; 
Who arc rice up i Tears and Tealouſics, 
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Wherewiuh you daily blind their pur-blind eyes. 
And thus you draw the hearts of filly Subjects 
From their own Sovereign, to be odious Objeds: 
For this Imprefiion 1n their Infancy 
Deprives them of the ſence of Loyalty. 
Thus you ſeduce the Land for future Ages, 
To be a Den of Bruits ; for wild out-rages 3 
Worſ.: than wild Beaſts, who ſtill own ſome Su- 
Both Infidels and Indians do the ſame. | preme 3 
B. Had you this Doftrine from Salamanka, 
Where you ncre were, I know well,Sir, I thank 
[ye ? 
You need not inſtance theſe moſt biting twinges, 
tince our Deligns are all flung off the hinges. 
You're ten times worſe, were your faults ſum'd 
[ together, 
Tho' thou pretcrid'ft ro be my Ghoſtly Father 
For thou art neither Prot, *Byter, nor Papiſt < 
Beit thou canit boalt of, is I:hizmane Athei8t. 
D. You crols old Cur, relolvye me theſe few 
[ Queſtions, 
And File importune you {or no moreConteſltons. 
Who was the cauſe of $corlands late Rebellions ? 
Who promis'd to aflift their Force wnhMillions? 
Who was't draw'd Perkin from hisRoyal Father, 
tobe. cajol!''d into the Peoples Favour ? 
Who was't contriv'd the drawing of Petitions; 
To guil the Nation into biind Seditions £ 
Who was't contriv d Cabvalling in the City, 
AnG to i{chool Feiderce, chole a Committee ? 


Who 
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Who firſt contriv'd to Peach both Peers and 


[ Judges, 

And make them (ſcape before the Bar like drud: 
[ ges? 

All thoſe in eminent Places, and great Favour, 
_ Yet never could be brought in guilty neither ? 
Who told the Commons that, 'gain(t every Trial, 
They muſt ſeclude all Members that were Loyal? 
That none might ever pals for due Elected, 
Unleſs approv'd on by the dilaffetcd ? 
Who was it firſt that curſed Maxim movd, 
That every Act tor Money be 3c: 'd, C 
Unleſs Prerogative were lqueez'd © ſhov'd ? 
Who was't contriv'd to have the Gu-rds indicted, 
When we our (clves the Cit:-Guards united 2 
Who was it cry'd,N\” Morey for the King, 
Till Kingly Powers into vour hands we bring ? 
Who was it cry'd, The Fing muſt not be truſted, 
With his own Life, while we are thus diſguſted ? 
And that the People they were ſtill in danger 
Of Native Pafi/ts, and of £opiſh Strangers _ 
Till th Militia, Cingue-ports, Navy and the reſt, 
Were al] cxpos'd unto our Care and Truſt ? 
| Who was't that writ the Addreſs for Shire, 
As if all had been Subſcribers that were there, 
A voting for the Members, and had lear'd on't 
Tho' ten in all the Number never heard on't ? 
Who was it firſt invented the Black Box, 


And the Black Bills which were to give ſuch 
knocks 2? 
Wha 
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Who was made privy unto Godſrey's Death, 
For which three men already lolt their breath ? 
Who wag't converted Law into a Cloak, 
To ſhelter Knaves, and Innocents ta Choak ? 
Who was't that gave the Synod Approbations, 
For to contrive Committees for Vexations, 
And made a Conventicle Synod for three Na- 
[ tions ? 
Who gave Advice to Libel Church and State, 
And none muſt mind the meaning till too late, 
And the King's Friends made odious out of 
7s [ date ? 
Who was't perſwaded thoſe turn'd out of Places 
Ot great Authority, to make ſtrange faces 3 
And cry out 'Popery is now approaching 3 
Tho' they before conceived no ſuch poaching ? 
Who was't gave out, that a thouſand Watermen 
Had all con(pir'd to Petition, when 
The Parliament to Oxford were conven'd, 
That they might ſit at Weſtminſter tor them 3 
But ne're were heard of more trom Smith nor 
| Ben 8 
Who was't endeavour'd all that preparations, 
To guard the City Members in their ſtations 
To Oxford; which look'd far more Arbitrary 
Than Forty One, or abſolute old Harry? 
Who was the occaſion of the late Obſtru&tion 
Ot the Adreſles of the Cities loyal Production $ 
Was'tnot the Canker of your Taps defluction? 
Who ſchool'd Fitz-Harrjs for two years to- 
gether,' | | And 
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And tann'd his Conſcience thick as Bullocks | 
| Leather 3 | 
And kept him for reſerve to (weep the Court 
Of King and Quouth and all that them ſupport > | 
And now the Fool vegins to (tink for fear, 
And is in danger quite as much as we are : 
But makes ſuch ſcruples to put by the Coller, 
As it he meant to hang Sir {{7[/iam aller. 
Who hath influenc'd all this Perjury, 
Which hath out-fac'd both Law and Loyalty ? 
Who is't that holds the Plot fill by the Tail, 
As Sea-men tug, to tack about their Sail ; 
And now by one (mall breeze of Juſtice breath, 
Fear to be (hipwrac'd to eternal Death ? 
Who animated the wild Votes of late, 
To make themſelves Comptrollers of the State ; 
And that their Votes without concurrence 
[ might 
Impeach the Crown,or Peers in ſpight of Right ? 
Who was't deſtroy d both Monarchy and Law, 
And would make it Lawfu) by a ſecond blow 2 
Who cry'd theſe Vilions and ({trange Revela- 
[ tions, 
Tells us for Wars we muſt make Preparations, 
Whiltt weknow no danger but our own Dam: 
{ nations? 
Who made the Speech burnt by the Hangman's 
| [ hand, 
Which did both Threaten, and the King Com- 
mand ? 


[1 
| 
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In ſhort, Who was this Fel/iſþ Flot's Contriver ? 
W ho was it's Plainuſt-Engine 3 who its Driver 3 
If it was You, ingenioully confels't, 

And Tle give you Ablojution for the reſt. 

B. Nay,Doctor,now I find you'l not abhor me, 
For you your {elf makes my Confeſhon tor me. 
Then nods and fleers, and at this Motion grins; 
Theſe are but Title-pages of my Sins. 

D. Nay,for the ref{t we'lne'er ſtand to unhole, Y 
They'r only ſymptom-Inſects in your foul, 
Flaws of diſtinction between fair and foul. 

B. Well,fince I find that all my hopes are paſt, 
Ere to ſhake off what I pull'd on (o faſt, b 
But that I, at worſt, can hang my (elf at laſt. 
Rather than live under this 11, true notion, 
Aiter your kind Advice and friendly Caution, $ 
I muſt conte(s, tho' with a feign'd Devotion, 
A}jl thele black Crimes which to my Charge you 

[lay, 
And many athonfand ten times worſe than they, 
Since Pin mperfect to pertorm the reſt ; | 
He: whitper'd then, and I ſuppoſe confeſt ; 6 

Thus far degene rated from a Beaſt. 

And then the 7:c&or, with his bended Chin, 
Canted ſome words, and fo abſolv'd his fin. 
And (wore by the Holy Doom of his beſt Trade, 
Padger thou art Papift now, as good as e're was 
By this Canonick Slam anke Gown, | made; 
| give to thee my beſt Benediction, 
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B. The Badger then began to frisk and (quail, 
As a Cow that's ſtung with Hornets in the Tai]; 
Thou Popith Dog, had I but power to rally, 
I'de make thee know I hate all Chriſtian Folly, 

But 1n the interval to prevent new Broils. 
Aurora roſe, and all the Sequel (poils 5 [ Rear; 
Whoſe ſplendrous looks, with Fhebes in the 
Drives all Malignants to a darker Sphere, 
Their Conſcience then with tear began to crack 4 
The Door hoal'd, with the Badger at his back. 


—_—_ —— 
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The Humble Wiſhes of a Loyal Subjett. 


AY Blood of I-nocents no more Diſgrace 
The Stzarts Name, nor fly in ( harles's 
[ Face 5 
Let Tyrants wear thoſe Stains whoſe due they 
[ are; 
Whilſt High Born Kings the Rod of Juſtice bear. 
May proud Rebellious Faction tumble down, 
And haughty Freedom truckle to the Crown. 
May ſtubborn Peers, Pimps to a Common weal, 
Ong all Jgvoramys Juries) teel 
he Keen-edg'd Ax: May Shute and Tilkingtos 
And Corniſh take the Law of Abbineton 
May Bethel, and ſuch Citt Sh'rills underſtand 
The jerk of their own Hiccling Ketch's Hand, 
; May 


i 
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May Ward Rewarded be by Them he ſerves, 

On the Triangle Tree, as He deſerves 3 

May Moore ne're ceaſe to ſtand up for the Crown 

'Gainſt the Preſ1mptuous Rabble of the Town: 

May Jenorammus never more preſent 

It (elf 1n Court vatil a Parliament | 

Decide the Cauſe, how Treaſon juſtify'd 

May be by Jeroramws, thus deny'd. {| Court 

May Knaves be Baniſh'd from Your Sacred 

And thither none but Honeſt Men reſort. 

May ſubtile Two-tac'd Lawyers Chat no more; 

Whether Sacreſſrox be of Right, or Power : 

May TO RF return Your Senators to Face, 

And juſtify his High-born Princely Race. 

May Godſfrey's Murderers appear on Stage, 

To Pin the Scene of this Tumultuous Age : 

May F/;// and Green ne're ceaſe inHeav'n to pray, 

Till we beho!d that happy welcom Day. 

May all that wiſh for Change of Government, 

Topull down KING, tolet up Parliament, 

Like Nol/ and Pradſhaw, Scot and Peters, be 

Rewarded for their Wicked Policy. [ days 

May pure Rogue, Three Names, end his Aged 

In Hempen String to his Eternal Praiſe; 

And Hang by Quarters o're the City Gates, 

With Head on Tower, for his noble Feats ; 

Whilſt his own Zealous Bigots, pafling by, 

Behold their Demi. god extol'd to th'Skv. 

May the Great Name of \ TO A RT now be- 

Mirour and Tercour to#li Chriſtendom: [come 
| Under 
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Under the Name of CHARLES, may 


[ { harle maine 
Be couch'd for Power, for Virtue ( harlebore. 


The Polititian's Downfall ; Or Potapski's 
Arrival at the Net herlands : * And the 
Congratulation of the Proteſtant Joyner 
at ther Meeting. 


Fledere ft nequeo Superos, Acheronta movebo. 
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S Tapski De2d 2 Why then the State rnan 
I Who wou'd {mmiyrtal be and Deity d. | ly d 
Strange Pride! th! exalted / arifer 1s hul'd 
By ftrong Impullc of Fate tom tir Belgic Wor fo 
The Burgo-maſtcr's bafil'd in's jatent, 

Defoeads from Watry ra Fiery Ejlement. 
Burftay! could tis Vait Sou) retire from hence ? 
And quit the ruins of decayed fence, 

Without {ome Prodigy in Nature ſhown ? p 
No ſwinging Thunder-bolt trom H: avent 


[thrown 4 


No diſmal H ir'inzers a Fate COMe dJoOWn ? 
Sure Nature []-pt,witcn Fate F G0 ltiks the blow; 
TN 
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No Earth-quakes, no Convullion- Fits below ? 
No Star or fiery Comet in the Sky 
To Uſher in this Mans Mortality ? 
Tis firange that thus in Bed he took his Nap |! 
| Could all the Putrid Excrements o'th' Tap 
; Support the hollow Cask no longer here ? 
| Was't ſo infirm the Leesit could not bear ? 
| Bleſs me! thus free from both th' extreams, 
From Tower-Flill Sledge and Smithfield Flames, 
| Serencly did he moulder into Dult, 
And Morfteur Ketch he diſappointed moſt. 
His builte, active Soul (that long was pent 
Within a Putrid, ill contrived Tenement) 
| quietly retir'd 3 but clog'd with Sin, 
And Treaſon, in Flyſkum can't get in. 
| Deny'd his reſt thus in the Seat of Bliſs, 
' Helinks below into the damn'd Abyſs: 
There he roves now, and reſtleſs till he find 
Some black mouth'd Villain ſuited to his mind. 
Bleſs'd be his Fate! in a Dark Priſon nigh, 

Old Tapski docs Sr. Stephen there eſpy 
' What SaJutations paſt the Devil can tel], 
The loud Report has circulated Hell, c 
Of this great Man's Arrival here to Dwell. 
And here he ſhews State- gambol: and his Tricks, 
(For Hell and FioPand love Good Politicks) 
The Livery men now meet with one intent 
To Chuſe this Fiend-like Tapski Preſident 
The Carpenter tranſported, laughs to ſee 
His Patron brought to Hell to this degree. 

G : He 
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He grins with his extorted ill.look'd Face, 

And makes now Devil-like a damn'd ginacel 
To ſee Old Tapski mounted in his Place. 

' Brave Fortune (ure ! and if it (till run even, 
Farewel our Saint, it will be Captain Stephen. 
The new State-Puppet does now Act with care, 
With damn'd Old wheedling Tricks, grows 

[ Popular, | 
He at the Helm fits, ſays all things ſure, | 
No diſmal fear of Arbitrary Power. | 
Put't and exalted thus he hates thofe near 
"Ti attections of his Maſter Lucifer. 
His Soul is like as'twas when pent in clay 


Still forming black d: (1gns for Anarcy, 

'To Stab Hells well compacted Monarcy. 

He (wears by Styx and Acheron to lice, 

That Hell, like J/oVand a Republick be, 

To this the diſcontented Damn'd agree. 

In order to't this Peſt of every Nation, 

Does ſneakingly produce th' Afſoctation. 

The damn'd themſclves ſtart at the bold Adven- 
Do there deny to teal the Indenture. [ ture, 
He frets at this, yet Swears he'] uſe more Tricks, 
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He'l win him with his City Polincks. ( 
Re'l buz the Tgnorant Rabble in the Far, ( 
And them with's Rhetorick poll: (s with Fear : 
Tell'em of Jefuirs Plots, and Poms forfcoih, q 
All which tile credulous Hell-hounds ſnap lay 7 
truth, 


With: 
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He bawls that Property may be ſecur'd, 
Without it all theſe Flames can't be endur'd 
Their (tench ſays he will vex us when confin'd; 
| We're doubly damn'd if once it be delign'd, : 
| Thar we'ſhould loſe the Freedom of our mind. 
The Fundamental Laws of SubjeQs gone, 
| When we can't range for ſatisfaction. 
| Whenchain'd in Dungeons we are paſt relief, 
Reſolv'd by (tratagem, Ile be Hell's Chief : 
The Joyner with his Two Foot Rule draws near, 
Shews his fine Raree-ſhow 'gainlt Lucifer. 
| To hear his wit about him they do throng, 
And in a Lord's Apartment there 'twas Sung. 
The Joyner (wears he came to this intent," 
To Square and Plain this Form of Govern- 
[ ment. 
They all Applaud this Man, a Man of parts, 
Well skill'd in State, as in Mechanick Arts. 
Next him a Bull-fac'd Lawyer here approaches, 
And with extended Lungs the matter broaches, 
He there pleads high, makes tedious Speeches, 
Which pleas'd the miſcreant Authors of the 
| [ Breaches, 
Old Bradſhaw with's greatCata!bgue there (tood, 
Of Rebel Whelps bedaub'd with Monarch's 
| [Blood 3 
Tho'twing'd with pains, tormented with deſpair, 
Yet ſmile to ſee their Brother Tapskz there, 
TheleQuondam Judges, Lawyers,Clerks combine 
Fo alter Government, and the State _ 
G 2 To 
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To purge the Court from Councellors that are 
{ Evil. 
They're ſecming kind to their own Chief the 
[ Devil, 
Tnus Tapski well ſurrounded with his Friends 
Republick Demons and fiinking (ulphrous 
[ Fiends, 
8'yly purſues his Intereſt and By-ends. 
\t this the Helliſh Brood begin to frown. 
Ttey ſec this damn'd Commntce're Factiouss 
[ g1Own, 14 
Their Principles and Prectices they diſown. 
Far Tapsky's cunning, ſtill he Jaughs and leers, 
Ne dilappointiment 1n the matter fears. 
Infernal Government his {quint Eyes view, 
But Feelzcbub its Charter will renew, 
Leſt Tapskz look and find a flaw in't roo. 
Hulpictious Members of the Lower Houle, 
By ſtrong Reſolves the Statel-men indiſpole 
From bearing Othfice in their Black Cabal, 
(Green Ribbon Clubs arc Epidenncal.) 
Tapski degraded thus! what now remains; p 
What is the conſequence but Links and Chains?! 
A draught of hquid Brinſtcne 'mong(t the 
| Flames ? 
Strange fate ! he's (-1z'd and Lund off th' Stage, 
nd can't «ſcape the Demons Popu'ar Rage. 
Infernal Othcers do rant and tcar, 
And drag him into Dungeons of dc pair, 
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*Mongſt Croaking Toads and Adders he's con- 
Which is but ſad diverſion to his mind  fin'd, 
Their diſmal noile can't lull the Fiena aſlzep, 
They are but fiijghtful Comforts in the Deep. 
Now Tapski racks his Brains for a releaſe, 
And trics all methods which he thinks may 
[ Plealc. 

He Flatters and Collogues in hopes to gain 
Some Intervals of eaſe from lingring pain : 
But (till his fly attempts are all in vain. 3 
Baffi'd by this his Kind, Perſwaſive way 
He't vindicate himſelt by force of Law 3 
The Helliſh Preſidents and Cuſtoms reads, 
And Pradſhaw on his fide profoundly pleads, 
To have an Habeas Corpas, this they guels, 
Will Tapski's wicked Grievances redrels. 
But Pox! the learned Sophilters of Hell 
Theſe artificial Cheats do know full well. 
The thing's deny'd ; caſt our, and in the ſence 
Of Learned Men it's deem'd an high offence. 
Tapski a mild recanting Paper brings 3 
(He fawns (till after diſobliging Kings :) 
His flatt'ring flile they joyntly dorefule, 
His Treſonous Crimes admit of no excuſe, 
He 1s impeach't, to Tryal he muſt come, 
But Tapskz hopes for to divert his doom. 
It Bethel's Friends in lower Regions be, 
He doubts not but the Law will ſet Him frec. 
'He'l laugh at Malice and Inte na' Furies, 
It there he finds his Terorammes Juries. 

G 3 At..' 
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And there's one pik'd to Taps; well affected, , | 
But they fail now, becauſe not well direfted:;\ | 
The Pilkingtonian Sneaking Trick's detetted, 
Laſt thus;Old Tapskz's Tongue begins to faulter ; | 
And tho by Knaves he hath fcap't th'As and 

[ Halter, | 
Yet now lies mute, dejedted and forſaken, 
And all the Accomplices of th' Treaſon taken, | 
In deepeſt Dungeons are theſe Traitors pent, 
For thus conſpiring 'gainſt the Government. 
A Fury Engines new and {trange provides, | 
To clapperclaw and thwack his Leach'raus fides, | 
They're whip't with Rods well ſoakt in [Devils 

Pits: 

(That's worſe than Mother Creſiel's flogong 15) 

+ They lowdly roar, and grunt hike Hops in Stye, 
Have burning Sulph'reus Flames to drink when 
They feel rhe (trange variety of Evils | dry. 
What's worſe,they're pils't upon by 1inv Devils, 
No Habeas ( orpys can theſe Imps remove 
From diſmal Boncfires, or from burning Stoye, 
For ever mult they be confin'd ans 
No intermiſtion from their horrid pains. 
Farewel Old 7apskz, curſed at thy Birth, 

Thou publick ſcorn of Hell, as well as Earth: 
Farewcl Oid Trealon, fince the Tcaytor now 
I; gonc a P1ugiimage to Hell below. 
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| . | 
| A Congratulation of the Proteſtant-Joyner 


to Anthony King of Poland , upon his 
Arrival in the Lower World. 


oyner. 
Flcom.myLord unto theſe Stygian Plains; 
IFelcomunto a T.and where diſcord reigns: 
This is a Land your Lordſhip will approve, . 
From whence theſe States hope you will ne'r re-< 
Welcom to Theſe, as to the States above, { move. 
l rom them I'm come, and this bleſs News I bring, 
Diſcord is dead, and they have choſen you King. 
Pride, Fnuy, Malice, Hell would ſoon decay. 
Should Peace appear, and Dilord fade away: 
Anth. [ News, 
Thanks Friend, whoz'r thou art,for this bleſs'd 
The Name of King | hate, yer can't retule ; 
I wiſh ſome other Name they would confer. 
Joyn. 
IV hat think you then, my Lord, of Emperour ? 
nth. 
Spoke hike a Romax Soul 3 who, tho they hate 
The Name of Kings, yet Emperonrs create. 
Joyn. Or,if theſe pleaſe not,what if you ſhould be 
Dubb'd of Mankind Plenipotentiary ? __ 
Anth. 
Spoke like a Non-con's Son), that very Name 
Does all my Vitals heat, and {ts my Soul on 
flame. 
G +4 . Let 
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Let me embrace, and hup thee in my Arms; 
That FEogeer:Mogen word 1s full of Charms : 
There's Beauty in't that leads my Soul away, 
And I mult follow, though I go a{tiay, 
Joyn. What means my { ord by that recaniing 
[ Vpeech 2 
To go aſtray implies you've made ſome breach. 
Anth, The obſervation of it does imply 
You have been boil'd i'th world as well as [. 
Joyn. Tis true, my Oy aim'd at mighty 
\ [ Things, 
To ſubvert Kingdoms, and to murder Kings ; 
To teach the Nation ts be Pitts once #1»re, 
Ald die their Shins with their own crimjon Gor: : 
That #s the true$t Fain, that ne're will out ; 
IFitneſs his Father, minrder'd by the Rout. 
Anth. That's the dead- bone, which (touching) 
[ bleeds a new 3 
And that's the cauſe I &id the Son purtuc : 
Like Cataline, our Viiichiefs are not faic 5 
But by cficciing greater to lecur-. 
Joyn. Put fire ith' world your Taper aves not 
J ike Damocles tho Presbyterians dive; ſhine 
The Sword of Tuitice trembles ore their bead, 
And hangs ſecurd but by one ſingle thread; 
Thcre needs 10 Atropos io cut the firing, 
One bliſt of Treaſon more againſt their RING, « 
ors all the Vengeance on their own beads bring\ 
/1;t. You ſecm a Convert now, Prithee declare, 
What is your Name? From whence, and what 
You were ? | Joyn. 
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Joyn. My / ord, ſurvey this Face, and you will 
(il ith a ſmall recolleiling of your mind) [_ find 
Il bat my profeſſion was, and what's my Name, 


' By whom imploy d, from whence, and what I am. 


Anth. lierwufly obſerve you, but can't tell, 
Yeu are ſo altcr'd {ince you came to Hell g 
But gueſs you are a Man of no great Fame 
Nor ever had, until of late, a Name : 
A Name, I mean, that does deſerve Renown 
For Murder, or for (triking at the Crown. 
Jeoyn. Small Shrubs,my L.ord,may tall as Cedars 
I hat was John Leyden and Maſlanello? | grow3 
If hat was War I yler and Jack Straw of late £ 
And our prodigious Oliver's great Fate, 


Nhat made all Europe ſhake £ To ſuch a beight 


] night have roſe but Fortune ow'd a ſpight, 


And ſtruck it home juſt in the nick of Time 3 


/ind for a Thrones, I did a Gallows clime. 

Aly Zord, you ſure may know me now ;— | 
Amnth. I do; 

Your Name is Col/eage, and I pity you. 

But prithee tel] me, for 1 fain would know, 

In all my journey hither, to and fro, 

I cauld not ſpy one glimmering light of Heav'n ; 

For all was dark, but what from hence was giv'n, 

Only ſome Link-boyes Skeletons did ply 

I th' way with Lights moſt dreadful to the eye. 

What is the reaſon? For I've heard men tel] 

Strange Stories,and that viewing Heav'n is Hell, 


And 
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And not enjoy't; Prithee what ſhall I do? 
I'de give a world that happy place ro view. 
Joyn. The reaſon #, Jon did in Holland die ; 
A! place that to the ( entre lics ſo nigh, 
That youre no ſooner dead, but yeu are here > 
Jt is a ſhorter cut by balf a Tear : 
It lies ſo low, and "ſunk, ſo deep ith Seas 
It wants the uſe oth Prmum Mobile. 
. Had you in England f aid, and dy'd a: 1, 
Ton might have clipt the Air,and reach d the Skies 
Anth. But fince I'm forc'd into this dark abode, 
Deſcribe the pleaſures of that blefled Road - 
I fancy that ſome pleaſure will enſue, 
To hear that told: which I ſhall never view. 
Joyn. No former was my Soul diſcharg 'd of Clay, 
But up mt ſprang, and pinion d quick its way 5 
T paſs'd the Orbs with wonder and delight, 
And wa'n't took notice of in all my flight 3 
Art la$t, on Fean'ns Patilemcnts I Stay 'd, 
And all that bright Timperian round ſurvey d > 
Obſerv'd how the P1imum Mobile did fly 
Ten thouſend times more ſwifter than the I ye « 
The vaſt F xpance did all with Glory ſhine, 
A Gate of ' carl did on my right hand fland, 
And Peter, (as I gueſs, by th' Keys in's hand) 
Who ope'd the door, and all pure Souls receiv'd, 
T thought to enter too, but was deceiv'd. 
| [ was giv'n! 
Anih. What happineſs to thoſe blelt Souls 
Who'd plague their King and Conntrey to lote 
thavat Joyn. 
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Joyn. Fle took me by the hand, and turn'd me 
P:d me avant, ſor that was holy Ground ': | round; 
Yonder's y our Road; down there the Angels fell 
Anu ſo muſt You. . At which I ſtruck at Hell ;, 
= in a moment ( ſo quick was my Latel ) 

iy Pead was daſh'd againſt Fells Iron-gate, 
(i hich then was ſhut) A wonder to the Crowd | 
Open the door! I boldly yaul'd aloud: 
A th und'ring Voice I heard; From whence ? From 
D'ye come? ] ſtrait reply'd I came from Toy | who 
{ am a Joyner by my Trade, and come 
To fit and Wainſcot up his Lordſhips Room. 
At which the Gates fle wope © IT entred i in, 4 
Swept clean the Room of all things there but din; | 
She muſt remain, and your Companion be, 'J 
For cuer, and to vaſt Eternity, 


nth. Ym mad! I rave ! The Vulture gnaws 
(my Breaſt! ! 
I wou'd repoſe, but 'tis in vain to reſt, 
No reſt is here! My ſcorching Entrails burn ! 
And all my Guts to horrid Snakes do turn ! 
Oh, curſcd Fate |! that IT ſhould die fo ſoon, 
When all my Trealons [carce did reach their 


Oh ! had I but alittle longer ſtood, { Noon! | 


I would have made the Nation flow with Blood: 

But ] am dead; yet (till I mult Rebel, 

And add more Flames unto the Flames of Hell; 

I'll make grim Pluto tremble 1n his Throne, |; 

And all the Subterranean Empire groan 5 | 
: I 
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I'll make 'em drink again the bitter Cup, 

And undermine their Hell and blow 'em up. 

With that he foam'd at mouth, hung our his 
[| Tongue, 

CAt which a horrid ugly erpicn hung 3) 

His Eyes to hot did glow, made Fiends admire ; 

And burn (o fierce, as Hell it (Ult cry'd Fire ; 

But a ſhaggd Fiend appear'd, and in a trice 

Hurl'e his hot Soul into a Hell of Ice : 

Where may each Traytor, that thcir Kings con- 

Fin'd his Eſtate entail'd upon their Soul. | troul, 


Fd 


— OO E—__— 


The King of. Poland's Ghoſt : Or a Dia- 
logue betwixt Pluco and Charon, upon 


bis —_— 


Pluto. OI Stygien Scu! ler , - what haſt 


brought me here 2 
Charon. The £oul, Sir, of your Jong-wiſh'd noble 
[ Peer. 
PI. What ? not the King of Poland's ? 
(h. Yes'tis it: 
PI. You old Tarpawlin,will you ne're learn Wit? 
Who bil you touch at Dantzick and be hang'd, 
D' yethink my Furies long to be harangu'd ? 


(b. 
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Ch; Stop the miſtake, and let your Paſſion ceaſe, 

He ne're came there, for Poland's (till in Peace; 

But I ſuppos'd you waited for your Prey, 

And therefore Amiterdanrd in his way, 

Pl. Pox on your Zeal, you gid it tor your Fare, 

Could'tt think | want Incendiaries here ? 

(hk. No, no, Sir; I] have Paſſengers enough 

That ſpoke their Places, and gave Earneſt too? 

And though y'had Ponate-feu's enough before, 

Yet ſuch as This ne're touch'd th' Infernal Shore: 

Scilla, Sejarms, ( ataline and Noll, 

Muſt give our Politician the Wall. 

They, cruel wretches, ſought Imperial (way 

Fy Fire and Slaughter, ours a,milder way. 

They tought e&'ne hke your Furics for a Crown, 

He by Petitions loftly bowls it down, 

Kings nay be tell'd , and never hurt a Limb, 

And T luto's («lf fall gently under him. 

But Sir, 3ou're ſafe, for e're he came at Styx, 

He drew and rack'd off all his Politicks. 

(4, Icant tel that, Cooprrgare cunning blades, 

We Devils icarce can dive 1nto their Trades; 

The Lees of one rich Pipe tinay ferment more, 

And I am plaguy loath to loſe my Power. 

(h. Fy 4 lato! yare too jealous of your Peer, 

He that hath been your Drudge this 50 year 5 

It yCu begin toflight old Servants thus, 

Twill be a great Diſcouragement to Us, 

(1 Why didſt not take /{;zinm mn thy way? 

(b. Why Sir,the KR: eper feign'd he'd loſt his Keys 
And 
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And would not ſlip the Lock for all my Pray'rs; 
I touch'd beſides at Purgatory Stairs, 

(The Trimmers office as ſome term it well, 
Becaule it (quints both toward Heavn and Hell) 
But *twauld not do, #/. No? what could they 
He ſeems the very Founder of the Sect. [ obje&? 
Ch Tis true; but they urg'd, 'twas like an Inn 
Where Folks a while were baited for their Sin, 
Then like cur'd Lunaticks turn'd out again, 
And they alledg'd, my Charge was palt all cure, 
And nothing in the world was cre (aid truer; 
For 'tis not all the Saints in Heav'n and Earth, 
Were he once in, could ever pray him forth. 

. PI. Well Charon, 1 torgive thee, {or I ſee 
Thou ſpeak'(t both for thy Client and thy Fee : 
But how ſtand Caulſts on the £ rittzfh Shoar, 
Since they have loſt the Bawble they adore. 
Cha. Why they rcſent it in a various way, 
And (ome there are who donot (tick to ſay, 
«That theE|m- board taregroan'd this fatal day, 
That th' 4/bion Rocks relent, and change their 
Andeve'n Tzbury puts on Mourning too. | hue 
Your dear Fitend 7745 cloaihs himielt in Cra Pe} 
(Miſculine 7itzs) vour ont-doing Ape, [ Rape. 
Who's got above the Diipenſation of a feeble) 
Other's there are who a1c not rroubled much, 
But rather (cem bchoiding to the Dutch > 

For this one kindne's they to Pritain do, 
Commutes for Thattan and Anita too, 


THE 
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The Country-mans Complaint and Ad- 
vice to the KING, 


E only can admire thoſe happy times 
Of Innocence, unskilF'd inLaws & Crimes, 
When Gods were known by Bleſlings own'd by 
[ Prayer, 
And 'twas no part of Worſhip for to Swear - 
Clearer than Fountains,and more free than thoſe, 
Impaitial Truth they all ro each diſcloſe, 
1o hear and to believe were ſtrictly joyn'd, 
And Speech thus antwer'd what it firſt deſign'd. 
But Oh unhappy State of Humane kind! [bind 
Nought dreactul now our Awe, or Faith can 
Vows and Religions are but bare pretence, 
Oarhs are found out to (ſhackle Innocence, x 
And Laws mult ſerve a Perjur'd Impudence. 
Tumults addreſs for Blood , Witneſs for Hire 
[ deceives, 
And Judge is forc'd to Sentence what he ne're 
| [ believes. 
All Truth and Juſtice, bluſhingly withdraw, 
L-aving us nothing but the Form of Law : 
Whereby Rogues profligate and hardned in 
[ their Vice 
Proſcribe all Loyal men, as FaQions raiſe their 
Pcor Land! whoſe Folly to (wift Ruine tends, 
Deſpis'd by Foes, un-aided by its Friends, 
In vain does Heaven her Fiery Comets light, 
We title tht. vid. nce, and [til] grope in night : 
| Batfled 


96 POEMS | 

Baffled by Fools, betray'd by perjur'd Knaves, 

Rather than Subjetts, we'll be branded Slaves : 

And by a vain purſuit of airy Bliſs, 

Forfeit ſubſtantial real Happineſs ; 

Change Monarchy (from all Oppreſlion free) 

Religion, and its Native Purity, 

Trye Freedom, without lawleſs Liberty : 

For thouſand Miſters, worſt of Tyranny, 

For frantick Zeal , formal Hypocriſie, 

For Licence to rude rabbles, Hell and Slavery. 

And all this wrought by old known Cheats and 
[ Rooks 

Gods! to be twice Cajol'd by Cants and Looks | 

Sots, worſe than Brutes, to run into that Net 

We lee, and kno'v for our deſtruction let ! 

| To the KING. 

| Riſe, O thou once Mighty Charles, ariſe, 

Diſpel thoſe miſts that could thy piercing Eyes ; 

Kead ore thy Martyr'd Father's Tragich Story, 


Learn by his Murder, different wayes to glory. EE 
How fatal 'tis, by Him &t munderſtood, | 


To yieid to Snbjetls, when they thirst for Blood, 

Ana cloak their black Deſigns with Pablick Good. 

£s thou art God-like by thy Pity , ſhow 

That thou art God-like by thy Juſtice too : 

Leſt we ſhould cent thy greateſt Verine, Vice, 

And call thy Mercy, ſervile Covardiſe. 

Of old, when daring Giants skhal d the Skie, , 

The King of Goas nee laid 6 s Thunaer by, C 

To hear Adareſſes for their Property. 

But quelid His Rebels by a ſircke Dit ine, 

Ad left example how to acal with Thine. 
| | Advice 


POEMS. 97 


Adroice to the CARVER- 


Ring me a Man with animating Stroaks, 
Whoſe pregnant Steel gives Lite to torm- 
[1:f5 Rocks; 
Stone now muſt ſpeak, fince hamane Race 1s 
[ grown, 
In Heart and Brain more dull and hard than 
| [ Stone» 
Carver thou mnſt erect with learned Toyl 
To Truth and Jnnocence a ſacred Pile : 
Marble and Braſs are Elements too frail, 
From Age to Age theſe Records to entail. 
Some harder Mettal ſhould imploy thy Art, 
Than Pharaoh's or our Judges (tony Hearr. 
From the deep Quarries of Immortal Truth, 
Digg out Matertials to out-live the Tooth 
Of eating Fame, and gnawing Calumny, 
Whilſt Envy and her Snakes drop off and dre, 
And raiſe our Feroe's Monumental Shrine 
When Earth and Stars give off to ſhine, 
Which the Jaſt Fire may burniſh and refine, 
Firſt Carver, Let thy ſpeaking Marble tell 
How the dire Monſter Perjxry from Hell, 
When firſt he rais'd his Head.and faw our Light, 
Nature gave back, and tremblcd at the ſight. 
Comets his Eyes, Curl'd Adders were his Hair, 
Nothing of Poyſon can with Theirs compare. 
| H Couch'd 
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Couch'd in his Lips a Brood of Aſpicks Jay, 
To all his Hords their Venom theſe convey. 
His Tongue's a Two-edg'd Sword in / awyers 
[ hand, 
Whole double [troak no Innocence can ſtand. 
His Hands are gor'd in Blood, like Valtare's 
[ Claws, 
The Engines of his Mayders are the Laws; 
A! Fioly Juſtice vindicate thy Caule : 
No longer ct this Monſter Triumph thus, 
And make thy Sacred ( ourts his Slaughter: houſe, 
A Felt he wore, on which the Jarbroiderer 
[| wrote 
The Hiſtory of the Helliſh Popifſh Þ lot, 
A Bunch of Snakes made up the Shoulder \* 
[ Knot. y 
At his Belts end a mighty Budget hung, 
V/here Narratives and Jrformations throng, 
[ ettrrs, Commiſſions, Infinite were there, 
We<rv there, for no where elle did they appear. 
All ituft wich Treaſons of the largeſt Size, 
Armies 10 raiſe, and in Rebel/ion riſe. 
( 11v and J leet to burn, deſtroy the KI NG, 
Lidera Forr ign Toth our Land to biing. 
thee Poyioned Arrows, ready for the Day 
() bitte], in our Aonffers Quiver lay. 
Such was his Natural Hue, and Proper Arms 3 
Fur when he rang d abroad by Magick ( harms, 
So chang'd a Shape to Vulgar Eyes he wore, 
that whom they thould Abhor they do _— 
[ 
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Of Pare Rebellion over his Mead they pur 
A Solemn Veil of the Geneva Cut- 
Thus all his Ghaſily Conntenance did ſhade, 
And a Falſe Saint of a True Divel made. 
Next on his Shoulder dangl'd to his Knee, 


' A Cloak of Presbyterian Loyalty. 


Thus ſafely covers Hell it (elf, and draws 

The Peoples Admiration and Applaite. 

Curs'd be that Loyalty in Stile Submils, 

In Action Treaſonable, like Judas Kits 3 

That does in hnmblePhraſe their Soveraign woo, 
He'll graciouſly be pleas'd, Fimſelf t undo 3 
Of all Prerogatives to ſtrip the Crow, 

And for His Safety's ſake, F/is Power lay down. 
To quit his Uſeleſs Guards, that ſo He may - 
Gently become Theirs and the Peoples Prey. 
It this is deny'd, then the Great Gars muſt Rore 
Of Popiſh Plots, and Arbitrary Power. ' 


| Then muſt his Friezds, his I ife and Brother fall, 


A Hececatomb to Hypocritick Gall. 
What follows needs na Prophet to reveal, 
A Late Fxperiexce does too ſadly tell. 

Carver it now thy boldeſt Stroak will ask, 
To Trace this Monſter in his Loyal Mask : 
How firſt he Crept, who now (© high does Sore, 
And Stole 1n at the Cranny of a Door, | Fear, 
Like a young Sinner checkt with Doubt and 
Baſhful and Tim'rous his Beginnings were 3 
But filent Awe did not reſtrain him long, 

For ſoon the Speechleſi Elf fo.ind out a Tongue, 
H 2 A 
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A Tongue who to a mighty Stateſ- man's Ear, 
With great Succeſs our Moyſter did preter ; 

A Tonene which now with Dives may recant 
In vain, and Cooling Drops for ever want. 

At firſt our Stareſ-man waver'd to and fro, 
Fearful to hold him faſt, or let him go, 

Under the , ei! of Zeal and L ojal Cloxk, 
The Fiend beneath he ealily did Smoak ; 

But judging that his outward Shape and Dreſz, 
The Genius of our Nation would higly pleaſe, 
At laſt he chole to entertain the E1F, 

And let poor Naked Truth (hift tor it Self. 
This he conceiv'd old Grudges would attone, 
Make People, King, and Parliament his own. 
This would Raife 1foney,this would Armies Pay; 
But theſe falſe hopes ſcarce liv'd a Winter's day, 
For ſoon the Pamper'd Beaſt unruly grew, 
And in the Face of his own Keeper flew : 
And Breaking looſe, with his Departing Heels 
Gave him a Bruife , which (hII the Paticnt fecls, 
Now did that other Monſter, Lying Fare, 
Her Brother $47»t, the Nation round proclaim, 
And every Weak and every Factious Breaſt, 
With this Infernal Spirit ts poſleſt. | down, 
Some with large Swallow, take his Words all 
And the /tomance as a Fifth Goſpel own. 
Others for want of [ith with noiſe ſupply, 
And this T)jans greet with lowdelt Cry, 
Allthe Ezeh places of the Land is ſtor'd 

With Alturs, wheie this AMoloch is ador'd. 


In | 


| 
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Ia Church, in Court, in every Juſtice: ſeat, 
All 1: with Incenſe and Proſtration greet, 


| This 1dol's Unclean Worſhip proſtitutes 
| The Houſe of Prayer. and Prayer it felt pollates, 


The very Strects their impious Homage pay, 


| And with Burnt Offerings convert Night to Day. 


'Tis not the Blood of Beaſts that can aſ{wage, 

This All devouring Mzloch's hungry Rage. 

In his Infernal Rights-there 1s allow'd, 

No other Sprinkling but of Humane Blood. 

Victims and Temples too mult feel-the Knife, 

The Living Temples of the God of Lite. 

Nor Bodies only will his Rage ſuffice, 

A Nation's Souls are now his Sacrifice. {Heart 

Thiice happy they who with clean Hands and 

At in his Tragedy the Victims part, 
Who in White Robes follow their Chicf the 
[ Lamb, 

In all his Thor»y paths of Death and Shame : 

Who Dving feel no other Grief and Pain, 

But for the Guilt of thoſe by whom they're ſlain, 

Who marck tke ſafeſt and the ſhorieſt way 

To PFliſsful (anzan through this Purple Sea. 
Next ( arver, thy Recording Stcel mult ſhew 

The MonSer joyn'd with his Confederate Crew. 

SCOuring our Coalts, and Ravaping our Land, 

Whilſt no oppoſing Power his Shock can ltand. 

As if the Nation were by angry Heaven, 

To his Dire Rage in Execution given. 
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Thy Piece this general Slaughter may diſpoſe 
By leſiening Diſtance artfully to loſe. 
But in the Front of the main Work, thy hand 
In ſolid Braſs muſt make our Hero ſtand, | 
Stand gloriouſ]y in his Immortal Shrine, 
Whichneither Ruſt ſhall Eat,nor Age ſhall Mine, | 
And ſhall out-live all but their Guile and Fill, 
By whoſe Conlpiring Perjury fiſt Fe fell. 
Yet to be jult, Great Soul, we mult allow, 
Thou all thy Glories to their Crimes muſt owe, 
Life's to thy Parents ior Illuſtrious Birth, 
Which is but a Portion of Nobler Earth. 
Art thou in Debt then to the Monfers Rage, 
By which with Heavens Applauſe thou left'ſt the 
[ Stage. , 
Steflord's great Name in old Records did ſleep, 
And lay regardleſs among the Common Heap; 
With Duſt and Rubbith almoſt cover'd o'er, 
Thy Setting Sun its Luitre does reſtore, 
When ever fair Fſtrez (hews her Face, 
And Slow-pac'd Truth ſhall Factious Rage dil 
It will be ſaid of thy old Norfolk Line, | place, 
Some With their Blood are (tain'd , and other 
[ ſhine, 
Carver, to Sacred Truth this work we vow, 
Thy Chiilcl muit no flattering Touches know: 
Nor Common Actions raiſe, nor Vices skreet), 
Shew him bur where the Hero does begin. 
And yet the failing of our Lives paſt Race, 
Exalt the Power and Victory of Grace. 


There | 


POEMS. 161 


There trace him firſt where *ewas his happy Fate 

To be thought worthy of the Morſicr's hate. 

The ſureſt Mark of the Almightics Love, 

Is when the Powers of Hell againſt Us move. 

Shew him Accus'd, Impriſon'd and Oppicly'd, 

There was he firſt for Heaven's A7zlitia prelt ; 

Then was he Train'd and Diſciplin'd tor War, 

A War in which the Slain, the Conquerors ate, 

Then d1d his Thoughts true Liberty poilet:, 

His Body's Sct{ure was his Souls Releaſe. 

Next lead him from the Priion to the Bar, 

The Place of Combat, and the Sear of War ; 

Bring through all the Batb'rous Noiſe and Snout 

Of an Inſ:!ting and Blood thirſty Rout - 

Nearlv allay'd in Manners, Cauſe and Cry, 

To that ©1d Tribe that bellow'd, ( rucify. 

But theſe harſh Sounds were Viiſick to his Ear, 

Whole Chriſtian Heart knew neither Gzi/e nor 

Now 1n the Circle of a Theater, | tear 5 

All Ezgland 01d Epuomiz'd appear : 

Each 1n their ſeveral Ranks themſelves diffuſe, 

The Peers to Try, the Commons to Accule - 

Lawyers to Plead; Witneſſes to Swear, 

People to gaze, Ladies to fee and hear. 

But this Atlembly ſhall hereatter know, 

GOD and his Angels were Spectators too. 

With awful Pomp here Juſtice ſeem'd enthron'd, 

The Sword (he bare,theBallance was polt-pon'd- 
Ah Carver, had thy Steel the force to raiſe, 

From Fatcs Eternal Book thefe Leaves of Braſs, 

H 4 1 tus 
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This diſmal Scene of Horrour we'd expunge, 
Which cid in Guilt of Blood a Nation plunge; 
For who falſe Oaths ſo eaſily believe, (receive, 
Their Crime reſemble thoſe who ltoln Goods 
And through tuch light Belief if Blood be (pilt, | 
No Forms of Juſtice can wipe off the Guilt. 
What Cauſe in this Corrupted Ape is try'd, 
That ever wants an Oath on either ſide. 
Judges themlelves their way can hardly lee, 
Through the thick Miſts of growing Perjury. 
Chall Qaths for Goods and Land be laid aſide, 
And all recciv'd where Men for Lite are Try'd? 
Shall neither Profit, Malice, nor 1]l Fare, 
Nor Counter-proofs bate this devouring Flame? 
Can nothing but Heavens Judgements make it | 
| | known ? 
How Earth with Blood and Perjury does groan? 
Now with loud Summons, ſignal of the War, 
The Crycr calls our Priſoner to the Bar. 
Some previous Storms and Skirmiſhes paſt or, | 
The Charge begins , and the great Ordnance 
| [ roar : 
The oxſter from his Battery rais'd on high, 
A Thundering Peal of Mortal Oaths tet fly, 
Whilſt from the Lawyers Throats in fatal ſound 
In Joud repeating Echoes does rebound. 
Since firſt the Monſt-r touch'd in Fxgliſh Land, 
He and the Gown-men went (till hand in hand. 
Who in a formidable League comhin'd, 
To drive AU before thew, and run down Man- 
| kind. | Tis 
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Tis true the Goſpel and the Law reveal 
The ways to future Bliſs, and preſent Weal : 
But when 11| Acts convert them to a Trade, 
They Guard not, but our Happineſs Invade. 
As Labouring Men their Hands , Cryers their 
[ Lungs, 
Porters their Backs , Lawyers hire out their 
h [ Tongues. 
Ang vileſt are thoſe Hirelings who abuſe, 
Their Calling to the moſt deſtruFfive Uſe : 
A Tongue to Gain and Hire accuſtom'd long, 
Grows quite inſen{jble of Right or Wrong, 
And true and falſe with them is Croſs and Pile, 
The Winning ſide 1s only worth their while. 
And of that Tribe ſomeTonguesno leſs are gor'd, 
With Blood of Innocents, than Herod's Sword. 
The Breath of Lawyers and of Peoples Minds 
Are like the yielding Waves, and bluſtering 
Each Mobile its Driver does obey, { Winds, 
Theſe Tempelts raiſe by Land, as thoſe by Sea : 
And o the Crowd to whoſe diſcerning Skill, 
The greateſt Cry is Demonſtration ſtill. | 
Second the Charge with Hums and rude Ap- 
[ plaule, 
Ana on the AMorſter's fide pre-judge the Caule. 
Alas of Peers themſelves, this high Degree, 
From this contagious Frenzy is not free | 
That generous Blood which Nobler Veins doth 
{ fill, 
No Faction ſhould enflame, no Fear ſhould chill, 
| | They 
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They in a higher Region plac'd, ſhould know 
None of thoſe Popular Storms, which rage be. 
| low ; 
But ſhould with ſerene Thoughts and —_ 
_ [bold, 
And with Impartial Hand the Ballance hold : 
Yet like thoſe Peers of Heaven we find of late, 
Too many faln from their Exalted State ; 
And from Attendance on the Higheſt Throne, 
To lerve a fafous Populace ſunk down. 
But ſti] the Fall of the Apoſtate Band, 
Makes for their Glory who with firmneſs ſtand. 
Truth will to both be juſt, Angels that fel! 
The firſt Diſtinction made of Heaven and Hell. 
Now Carver, with ſome likeneſs to expreſs 
Our Hero greater till in his Diſtreſs, 
Proving the Storms, ſtanding the rudeſt ſhock, 
Thy work requires ſomething more firm than 
Rock ; 
Of bloody Slanders, who undaunted can 
The deadly Shock endure, 1s more than Man. 
Nothing of Sublunary Growth, or Make, 
Of that Immortal Temper can partake. 
V/e learn this Leſſon only from the Chair, 
Wahere God and Man joyntly Profeſſors are. 
No Jels a Maſter could m1ke underſtood 
A Doctrine ſo averſe to Fleſh and Blood. 
Thus taught, our Champion petfect in his Roll 
21d honour to his Maſter and his School 


For 
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For with ſuch Calm of Mind and Air ſerene, 

As in white Innocents is only ſeen ; 

He ſaw his Life by bloody Oaths atack't, 

And the dire Charge by a whole Nation backt. 

He ſaw his Honour and himſelf run down, 

By horrid Helliſh Crimes, but none on's own. 

Their Crimes they only were who {wore them 

And who thoſe Oaths ſo lightly did allow. [ fo,, 

It was not to find out Truth they thither came, 

But like keen Huntſmen to run down the Game. 

For with deſign all was ſo aptly ſquar'd, 

Their Tackling and their Tools fo well prepar'd, 

The Oaths were all fo poſitive and home, 

That for the Lawyers Skill they left no room. 

They ran at eaſe, and hardly did blow for't, 

For never yet did a falſe Oath (wear ſhort. 

Our Priſoner wanted not in his Defence \ 

Proofs of their Gzilt, and his own Innocence. || 

But from ſuch lyes what Pleading can relieve, | F| 

Which ſome invent,ſome ſwear,and moſt believe. 'Þ{ 

When byas'd Minds FaQtion or Fear does fill, 

They judge not by their Reaſon, but their Will, 

All on the Favour fide they Goſpel call, 

And on the Other fide all 1s Apocriphal. | 

But on theſe Judges heavy Judgements ly, "= | 

Who uſe falſe Weights when Lite and Death 
[they 56 || 

And the deciding Ballance hold a wry. 

Now from the Fatal Urn the Lots are caſt, 

Judgement of Death is on our Hero paſt, 
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Some when they found him Guilty, wept, but 
(till 
They did like Crocadiles , both Weep and Lil ; 
And the Inhumane Verdict to Diſguiſe, 
As Pilate waſh'd his Hands, they waſh'd their 
[ Eyes. 
More at the Barr than Block, at Foitminſter, 
Than on Tower- Hill . (uffer'd our guiltleſs Peer. 
A juſt Regard mult of thoſe tew be had, 
(The Good are (ti]] out-number'd by the Bad.) 
Who yielded not to Factions (welling Tide, 
But follow'd Truth, though on the weaker (ide, 
Carver, 1n Living Braſs inſcribe their Name, 
As ſome Attonment of our Nation's Shame. 
Tell future Time how mantfully they ſtood, 
And durſt in ſuch an Age as Ours be Good. 
Thus of their Glory will thy Work partake, 
But of the Adverſe Part no mention make. 
Heaven's Retribution will more fully tell 
Which did in Honour, which in Guile, Excell, 
The time 1s come for Divine Power to ſhew, 
When Nature 1s too weak, what Grace can do. 
No greater Load on Innocents can ly, 
Than for a Crime (o Infamous to dy. 
And yet more Unconcern'd than others Give, 
He does the Sentence of his Death Reccive. 
Of all the Law infligs, that only Part 
Which touch'd his Wite and Children, touch'd 
[ his Heart 3 


Nothing 
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Nothing but their Undoing rais'd his Fears, 
His Death in them a Maſlacre appears. 

But Heaven's Flixir can our ſharpeft Pains 
Convert to Joy, to Liberty our Chains. 

Can Glory reap where Infamy 's ſown, 

Turn Death to Life, our Crols unto a Crown ? 
Thus in his Carriage none the Marks could (ee 
Of a Defeat, but figns of Vittory. 

He march'd with ſuch Aſſurance from the Bar, 
As Conquering Generals from a Proſperous War. 
His ſeeming Friends thought it not yet too late, 
(Since Nature on their ſide was Advocate 

With the ſtrong Baits of Life, and an Accels 
Of Wealth and Srate, to draw him to confefs. 
To all the vain Suggeſtions on their (ide, 

Our Chriſtian Hero thus in ſhort reply'd : 


My Age no lefs doth give me than the Doom, 
Fo near a ProſpeF of the IN orld to come, 
That twere a fooliſh Bargain to Redeem 
Il ith an Flernal Stain my Inch of Time : 
By that of others T ſhall chuſe to Dye, 
Rather than live by my own Perjugy. 
If I confeſs the Plot my Life's my own, 
Then welcom Death, with all its outward Shame, 
It 3s my Joy that I Truth's Martyr am. 
One would believe by all this mighty Strife, 
Ton value more the Plot, thax the KING's Life. 
For the Firſts ſake, the [aſt you"can forgive 3 
Eut no Denyers of the Plot mt live : 

Nox 
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Nor Conſcience nor my Honour will Diſpence, 
That I ſhould Murder my own Innocence. 
And rather than I falſly will expoſe 

The Lives of Guiltleſs Men, my own I'll loſe. 


Their Art or Friendſhip was amaz'd to find, 
So great a Calm and Conſtancy of Mind ; 
And when they found eluded every Bait, 
They gave him up to his own Sullen Fate. 
But as to ( þriFf, 1nto the Deſert led 
The Tempter vaniſh'd , Angels did ſucceed, 
So did our Feros Soul (this Combat paſt) 
An Earneſt of Heavens Joyes begin to taſte. 
On GOD lpent all his Thoughts, on Prayer his 

[ Breath, 

To his new Purchaſe he ſo long'd to go, 
And take Poſlefhion,that Death ſeem'd too (low. 
That Tragick Scene to every Eye but his, 
That Day of Guilt to ſome, to Him of BiG, 
At laſt appears, and S$warms of People crown'd 
The Fatal F:';/, tor Noble Blood renown'd. 
Of ditterent Temper each his Pleaſure finds, 
Part come with Curious, Part with Cruel Minds: - 
Some only m the Strangeneſs of the Sight, 
Others 1n the Butchery and his Blood, delight. 
Poor Animals ! how Savage and how Bling, 
They want the Eyes and Bowels of Mankind. 


# Andnowto Them and Him the welcom Hour, 


Summons our Noble Pciſoner tron the ; only 


As 
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As ſome Eaft- Indian Carack homeward bound, 
Of Earth's vaſtGlobe having gone all the round, 
Twice cut the Line, and with bold Canvas run 
Beyond the Limits of its Rival Sun, 
Making to it's Native Port, the Cheering Gale 
With Joy each Heart, with Wind fills every Sail : 
So does our Hero, now from Storms relcalſt, 
Move to the Scaffold as his place of Reſt. 
Heaven this laſt Favour does to him afford, 
To tread the Footſteps of his Dying LO RD: 
In whom live all his Hopes , dye all his Fears, 
By whom Tower-Hill, Mount Calvary appears. 
On his Great Leader in his Dying State, | 
He hopes in Glory, as in Death to wait 3 
And that his Blood, for Crimes pretended, ſpilt 
Of his True Sins may cancel all the Guilt. 
The Scaffold Steps, did Jacob's Ladder ſeem, 
The Scaffold was a Monarch's Throne to him : 
And with ſuch Joy he did refign his Breath, 
As other Mortals ſave themlelves from Death ; 
For thoſe who caus'd his Death , was his laſt 
[ Prayer, 
And hislaſt Words his Innocence declare, 
Stafford farwell: May thy Pacifick Blood, 
Of Crimes and Judgments ſtop the Raging Flood. 
Our Blindneſs cure, and by a holy Charm, 
Ot it's Dread Thunder, Angry Heav'n Diſarm. 
In vain their Bloody Guilt ſome {trive to skreen 
Wh Forms of Law, and Oaths of Perjur d Men. 


What 
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What weak Excuſe, how ſlight thoſe Fig-leaves 


are, 
Chrift and his Martyrs, and King Charles wh 
Judge on which hide diſputed Truth muſt ly, 
All (wear, theſe ſwear and live, theſe ſwear and 
In vain your Bable of a Plot you boaſt, (dye, 
'Gainſt Heaven and Truth, your Labour willbe 
| [ loſt. 
No more your tancy'd Deluge can prevent, 
Which muſt with Blood and Perjury cement. 
Already 'mong(t the workmen by juſt Doom 
Of Jarring Tongues the old Confuſton's come. 
Heavens Beacons lighted in a Blazing Star, 
Too ſure a fignal of Impending war |! 
This Corrupt Maſs away it ſelf will purge, 
And all by Turns will be each others Scourge. 
Then with his Gazls (ſhould Brenrngys hither rol], 
How will your Geeſe protect your Capitol. 
The name of T] TOS will hereafter found, 
As once in Paleſtine, on Fritiſh Ground : 
A Perjur'd Tongue like Records will atford, 
Of Slaughters here as there the Victor's Sward, 
I wiſh Repentance may their Eyes Unleal, 
And from their harden'd Hearts remove the 
And that the Victims of their Cruelty, | Steel, 
As Martyr's Blood Pacifick Hoaſts may be. 
God may for them men's Prayers receive, 
When they the Prayers of Dying men believe. 
But it their poyſon'd Hearts they will obdure, 
For ſuch Malignity Heaven has ro Cure, 
Now 
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Now Carver, thy Inſtructed Chiſlſel may, 
To the rude Stones their proper Forms convey. 
His Glorious Image better Light will give, 
To make thy Labours and thee Numbers live. 
All other Fero's of a lefler Rate, 
Owe to the Poets their Immortal State, 
That laſting green they {rom their Laurels take, 
Which does the trethnets of their Glory make. 
ut our high Theam this order does reverſe, 
ow the Subject will Embalm the Verſe, 
ich as the Shadow on the Sun doth wait, 
Vill juſtly, though ob(curely Him relate : 
And in that Noble Office ſhall out-live 
Theſe worſt of Times, and Time it (elf ſurvive. 
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Shafrsbury's Farewell : Or the New Al- 
{ociation. 


YReateſt of Men, yet Mans leaſt Friend, 
farewel; 
Wits Mighticſt, but moſt Uſeleſs Niiracle ; 
Where Nature all her Richeſt Treaſures ftor'd, 
| To make one vaſt unprofitable Hoard : 
5o High as thine-no Orb of Fire can rowi, 
| The Brighteſt, yer the Moſt Excentrick Soul : 


} Whom 
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Whom mid{t Wealth, Honours, Fame, yet want 
[of eaſe, 
No Power could er oblige , no State could 
[ pleafe ; 
Pe in thy grave with peaceful (lumbers bleſt, 
And tind Thy whole Lite's only Stranger, Ref, 
— Shaftsbury ! had thy Prodigious Mind ! 
Been to Thy lelf, and thy Great Maſter kind, 
Glory had wanted Lungs thy Trump to blow, 
And Pyramids had been a Tomb too low. 
Ot; that the World(Grear Stateſ-manzre ſhould 
Nebuchidnezzar's Dream fulfill'd in Thee ! | (ee 


Whillt fuch Jow Paths Ted Thy Great Soul 


[aſtray, 
Thy Fad of Gold mov'd but on Feet of Clay. 
Yes, from {tebellinns late Inhumane Rage, 
The Crimes an1* hor of that Menltrous Age, 
As the old Patriarch trom Sodom flew, 


So ro Great CHARLES His Sacred Bofom | 
[ Thou; | 


But Oh! with more than 7 of's Wiſes fatal Fault, 
For which the ſtood j1n Monnmental Salt. 
Thnogh the Black Scene Thy haſting Foot-ſtep 
[ flies, 
Ti:v foul turns back , and looks with longing 
[ Eyes. 
Ah, Noble Peer, that the Records of Fame 
Should give F rerangs and Thee One Name 3 
Great was his bold Atchievement, Greater Thine, 
Greater, as hirgs than Shrines arc more Divinez 


. Greater, | 
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Greater, as vaſter Toils it did require 

| Tirflame Three Kingdoms, than One Temple fare, 

/ But where are all thoſe bluſt'ring Storms re- 
That roar'd ſo loud when Oliver Expir'd? | tir'd, 
Storms that rent Oaks, and Rocks afſſunder' 
And at his Fxequies in Thunder ſpoke. | broke, 

Was there leſs cauſe, when Thy laſt Doom was 

To waken all the Revellers of Heaven ? | giv'n, 
Or did there want in Belgia's humble Soil 

A Cedar fit to fall Thy Funeral Pile £ 

No; Die, and Heav'n th' Expence of Thunder 

: | (ave, 

Huſh'd as Thy own Defigns, down to Thy Grave. 
So hu(h'd may all the Portents of the Skie 

With Thee, our laſt great Comet's Influence die : 
May this Oe Stroke our lowring Tempelts clear, 
And all the Fiery Trigon: figiſh here. 

With Thee expue the Democratich Gall ; 

Thy Sepulchre and Lethe (ſwallow all - 

Here end the poylon of that Vip'rous Brood, 
And make Thy Urn like Moſes's wondrous Rod; 
So may Onr Breaches cloſe in Thy One Grave, 
Till Shafts bury's laſt Breath Three Nations ſave 3 
And dying thus, t'avert His Countreys Doom, 
Go with more Fame than (+rtzz5 to His Tomb. 

| But 1s he dead! How! Cruel Belgia, ſay! 

| Lodgd mthy Arms, yet make ſo (hort a ſtay! 
Ungratetul Countrey ! Barbarous Ho/ard Shoar |! 
Cou'd the Battavian Climate do no more ! 


I'3 Her 
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Her $haftsbury's dear Life no longer ſave ! | 
What? a Republick Air, and yet fo quick 4 | 
Oh! all ye Myaonnn 'd Sons of Titan weep, [ 
This difmal day with folemn Mournings keep; 
Like 1/r4l's Molten-Calf your Medals burn, 
And into Tears your Great Letexar turn ; 
Oh ! wail in Duſt, to think how Fates dice frown | 
Has thrown your dear Ferculcan Column down, | 
Oh, Charon ! waft thy Load ot Honouur o'er, , * 
And land Him ſately on the S$tzgzar Shoar : E5 
At His Approach, Fames loudelt Trumpet call | 
(romwel, Cook, Ireton, Bradfhaw, I'ewſon, all, | | 
From all the Courts below , cach well pleasd | | 
All the Republick Legions numerous FiofF, | 
Swarm thick, to ſee your Mighty Feroe land, 
Crowd upthe Shoar, and blackenal! the Strand; 
And, what'ere Chance on Earth, or Pow'rs 
[ accurſt, 
Broke all your Bonds, your Holy Leagucs all 
| burſt : 
This Union of the F$azyts no Storm ſhall (ever, 


tis La## ASSOCIATION holds for ever. 
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Dagon's Fall: Or Sir William Waller 
turn'd out of Commiſſion. 


Ood GOD! what means this ſudden 
Alteration | 
] he rop that has ſo long diſturb'd the Nation, 
By's Pride, and Pomp, and Pow'r, 1s now Z7zurn'd 
And hardly pity*'d by the lilly Rout. | ont, 
He was as fiout, and lofty as old F::For, 
Ulurp'd the Power of our dainn'd *{"rotcFor 5 
As Fierce and Cruel as a Tyger's whelp, 
Hi. wanted neither ſtrength, nor art, nor help 
To Co and undo; he was grown lo preat, 
That the Creation was amaz'd to feet. 
He tad tis Coach and Hoiics, Footinen too, 
And 1nto tir City rode, och make a fhew 3 
Put little thought when drawn by 7? bitaker 
His fatal downtal it had been fo near. 
To put a Sword into a Madmans hand, 
It may make Bloody Work within the Land. 
Tt apiits and Proteſtants were all alilce, 
Both ſerit to lodge with Church and thin-jaw'd 
(Dyke. 
No Day ſcarce paſs'd without ſome miſchief 
Into all Companies the Fool did run. | done, 
The Goaler ſure gave him a ſnack of Fees, 
For Priſoners flock'd even !ilic a Swarm of Beese 
F- 2 Here 
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Here Ten were ſent him ſor a Popiſh Plot, 
There Two more to pleaſe a Buggering Sot. 
Then a New Plot is feign'd, and more ſecur'd, 
'Uds fleſh, my Friends, this cannot be endur'd ! 
Printers, Apprentices, and many more, 

In all I do believe near twice two ſcore. 
They all are Plotters, yet by Jove not one, 
Can tell you what was ſaid, or what was done. 
The Gate: houſe is become a Babel now, 
Confuſtons came upon us none knew how, 


But he that wrought the Miſchief now is found, 


"Twill puzzle any man to prove him ound. 

He's rotten at the Heart I'll lay my Lite, 

No wonder he begot us all this Strife. 

Well,now the Caule is gone, the effett will ceaſe, 

I hope we ſhall enjoy our former Peace. 

This Leaven leaven'd the whole Lump, 

And made ns fear another ſawcy Rump. 

He ſtudy'd out new Plots, and for what ends? 

Only to pleaſe his Presbyterian Friends. 

Ah but my Friend, thou thy Jaſt Dice haſt 
(thrown, 

For which the Presbyters begin to groan, 

Thy buiſie active Soul (I do not jelt) 

Had lately ſent it a Quietzs eſt. 


And that which doth thy Grief and Sorrqw | 
[doubſeS 


Fhou artnot Rich for all thy needleſs trouble 
«Soul take thine eaſe, thou very well mai'ſt (ing. 
For thou haſt got a [#rit of eaſe from th' King : 


Thou 
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Thou haſt much Goods laid up for many ears, 

Say that, and I will give thee both ny Exis: 

Leave but the Factious out, go through the City, 

Thou wilt not find a Man enclin'd io pity. 

Hang him cries one, he was a buifie Awave, 

He ſhew'd no Mercy , nor he none thall have. 

Miſchief was all his aim, and his deftpn, 

When he brought Fjickey to a glaſs of Wine. 

The miſchict which ſo eagerly he fought 

For others, he himſelf roo dearly bought : 

But I am almoſt weary of my khimes, 

For I conlider theſe are Trayterous Times. 

Had but this buiſie Fool his late Commitiion, 

This wou'd have colt me a devout Submiſton 3 

] had been (ſurely ſent to Goal for Treaion 

As Thompſon was, and had a greater Reaſon; | 

But God be thanked curlt-Cows have ſhort 
(Horns, 

He muſt and (hall endure our Flouts and Scoins, 

We may go boldly on, and fear no tall ; 

No painted Staff will anſwer at his Call. 

Now he 1s down, down with him, now's the 


[Seaſon ; 
For if he riſe he'l Goal us ail for TRE ASON- 
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A Dialozue betwixt the Devil and the Igno- 
ramus Salamanca Doctor. 


Devil. 
Phold from the Infernal Þ ake I'm come, 
7o frieht thy Soul to it s F ternal Doom : 
Zo 4ell thee, Villain, that thy Reign's expir'd, 
And mow be ſure thou ſhalt no longer hir d 
Fe by Me, no, nor any of the Damnd, 
To drench in Innocent Blood this wonrnful [ and. 
Fence then begone, and do no more purſue 
Villanies Fell could neer a@, but by you 
Now F eaten Stops my Tower, and 1 thy L Lo 
Hind now T tell thee, Doctor, Thor art damn'd. 

/"offor. 

O Spc<&re ! (pare a while my dreadiul Doom | 
Go back and tell the Damn'd, I come, I come; 
Only Jet me compyleat the IIs I've begun, 
1hcn Heaven farewell and unto You | come. 

Devil. 
Zhe Blood oth* Innocent aloud does cry, 
Revenge, fevenge, on curſed Dodor Ti— 
No more 0th Innocent ſhall bleed, nor die. 
Door. 

Well, the time's come, the fatal = 5 athenk, 

5 Rtl forever, ever mult be damn 
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O curs'd Revenge ! what Viſchiefs have ] done ? 
Abjur'd the Father, and blaſphem'd the Son. 
The Sacred Spirit of Truth at once have I 
Baniſh'd ; and that my vengeance I might bu M 
I've eaus'd the belt of Innocents to die. 
See where their Ghoſts appear in Purple ray'd, 
Victims, by Perjury alone betray'd: | afreſh; 
See how they ſhake their Heads, and bleed 
1 heir wounds gape wide in their new murder'd 
+ | | fielhs 
And theſe moſt frightful Viſions come, "cauſe | 
Th bloody Villanous Murderer ſtand by. 
'Tis true, that I the cruel Murderer am, 
And thouſands more by Perjury to trepan 
| 'o'cmnly did vow, and often fwcar, 
And none telcape, t 'Om the Peaſant tothe Peer ; 
Nay Sacred Prelates, Princes, Oveens and Kings 
Skould have made up my Bloody Offerings. 
Ten Thouſand more of Innocents had dy'd, 
'Cau'e I King, Queen, and Duke had $acrific'd : 
Citics and Town I'd Fir'd, if not withſtood, 
And quench'd the flames with Innocent Blogd. 
Let me bur live 3n this world three years more, 
This Iffand then ſhall ſwim in Chriſtian gore 3 
Te {ubvert Governments, and murder Kings, 
Sow diſcord among Friends; I'le doſuch things 
Shall make the World believe there is not that 
Villanous thing I have not ow er to alt: 
ile make the World believe (let me but ſtay) 
That Light iz Dazineſfs, and that INight is Day 3 
That 
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That I the Saviour of the Nation am, 

And that CHRIST was of no avail to Man ; 
ThenI the Sacred Goſpels will deſtroy, 

Swear they'r but fiious Stories, and a Lye ; 
Perſwade them that the Bivle's but a Farce, 
No more to be eſteem'd than is my A— 

So Ile improve the Art of Perjury, 

That none who are not skill'd in Villany 
Shall live; thus will I fit this Ifle for Hell, 

And then adieu the World, and Heaven farewel. 
Thus I a Learned DoFor will commence, 

And by the People be ador'd for Nonſence, c 
And with Sedition I their Souls will influence. 


Devil. 


Peace thou prophane wretch, hold Villain,hold, 
For now with Heaven and Earth thou art too bold, 
And T muſt tell thee, another Winter old 
Thou ſhalt not be, thy life and Soul are ſold - 
When flat on th' Altar Thou thy ſelf didſt lay, 
Remember that thou gav' it thy Soul away 
To me; and ſwor ſt ſor ever thou dſt be mine, 
Mightſt thou but compaſs thy Helliſh Deſign 3 
To imbrue thy Hands in Innocent Blood, © 
And mnrder all who had the face of good - 
Nevils and Hell thou hait in this outdone, 

Ry thy damn'd Ferjury ith' face oth Sun- 
Fience then be gone to Hell, away, away, 
Tor in this place thou ſhalt no longer ſtay. 

[ Spoken 
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[ Spoker by an old Acquaintance| 
Why how now Do@For, vaniſh'd fled and gone, 
What none but Monſieur 7)evi1find You alone ? 
Are all your Papiſts come to thif damn'd end. 
Thus to be hamper'd and ridden by a Fiend? 
Unpitixed ly ; blaſpheme and groan thy laſt, 
Belch forth thy unhallow'd Soul, and blaſt 
Hell it (elf, with thy unſanGtified Breath, 
And groveling ith” ſhades of Eternal Death, 
I leave thee. Ha, ha, ha, ha, poor Doctor, 
Good Night little good Mr. Devil's Doctor. 


 Tyburn's Courteous Invitation to TITUS 
OATES, the Salamanca Doftor. 


H! name it once again ; will 7:t#s come? 
My deareſt, hopetul, that long-wiſh'd for 
{ One, 
For whom my Triple Arms extended were, 
(To hug with cloſe Embraces) many a year. 
Haſte! haſte ! my choiceſt Darling, whoml love, 
And thy long-promis'd kindnels jet me prove. 
That R7ght Thou plead'ſt for, which indeed's thy 
[ due, 
Though Others I've deny'd, III grant it You: 
The 
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The World ſhall find I willingly will hear, 
And dance thy Carcaſc 'twixt the Earth and Air. 
In Hemp'n-ftring [ll Jull thee faſt atleep, 
And prevent all the Dangers of the Deep. 
Oh, how I love thee ! "cauſe I've heard thou'ſt 
So well acquainted with all kinds of Sin, | buen 
And, with a falle and ſtrange Religious Guile, 
Deſtroy'd the Innocent, abus'd the If 5ſs. 
What crafty Leſſons didſt thou teach to men ! 
How to Rebel}, and told the time beſt wher ; 
Urg'd to Exclude a Right and Lawjul Heir, 
Unthrone a King, and (wore away a Peer, 
Thy Zeal through two-inch-Boards was plainly 
[ ſeen, 
When Sata» prompt thee to (wear *gainſt the 
[ Queer : 
Beſides thoſe many guiltleſs Souls that dy'd 
A Sacrifice to thy / aciferian Pride. 
Yet, yet, beloved Titzs, my dear Son, 
(Reputed Saviour, for thy Mercies lhewn,) ; 
And well maiſt claim my Palace as thine own : 
Thou'lt find me kinder far than Courtiers ; I 
Will never turn thee out unril thou die : 
And, fince JW hite-batt has left thee, Il provide 
4 hat Lodging for Thee, where old No/ was ty d. 
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The REFORMATION. 
ASATIR. 


Tempora mutantur , & nos mutamur in illis. 


OW Roman-like did our Old Rebel Dye, 
With His laſt breath profaning Majeſty ? 
And braving Heav'n it ſelf, He w'd not ſtay 
(Leſt 'twere a piece of cowardiſe) to Pray. 
And cannot all this Gallantry Engage 
Some Zealot, ſpurrd up to Poetick Rage? 


Cirtzs | (ee, will have but {lender Trade, 
For Rhymers now begin to Renegade: 
{ wonder'd not at Converts of the Cits , 


But not a word—-there's not one Ballad 1 


Yet (till I thought ſome Epidemick Wits 


Wou'd ne're have Grace enough for Profelytes.), 


But editying Ketch does ſeldom fail), 

And when All miſs, He's certain to prevail. 
Jack's a great Bug-bear—tor his very fight 
Did our bold Whiggilh Oracles fo fright, 
That there s not one of all the Canting Fry, 
Can write a failing Brothers Elegy. 

Nay, lefler yet-—Their Club will not afford 
A Farewcl Speech ; unlcls 't be for a Lord. 


The 
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The meaner Tyburz Saints have nought to (ay, 
Befides their Pater Nofter, and Away —- 
Away they march to their true Friends below 
_ Curling the blabbing H-—- rd as they go. 
But Shafts ſmiles to lee 'em come lo thick, 
For He's retolv'd to play another trick, c 
And have one Bout at Politick Old Nick - 
For Stephex Vows they cannot live in ed, 
Except they make the little Dev'ls Rebel, 
And afrer, Vote It to a ( ommon-weal. 
'Tis pleatant, Faith, to ſee a Babe of Grace 
Masking Geneva Looks with Loyal Face ; 
Then gravely tc}] you that He never ſtood 
Too fierce a Stickler for the Brother- Hood 
And ne'er meant Miſchief, but tor Publick geod. 
Thus Pious H{ þ--— deeply Read in Lives, 
French I ergnes, Scotch ' ovenants,and Narratives, 
Though (the next Oxford fitting) He defign'd 
T' Impeach Minc'd Pies as Popithly inclin'd, 
Has now made render Conſcience ſo comply, 
He'll allow Surphce, Croſs, and Litany. 
Nay any thing, for th' Godly Reformade 
Seems (o to hare the Szlamanks Trade, 
That now a Paffitve Lecture He'll diſgelt, 
As well as Meroz at Forbidden Fealt, 
Tho' 7eake! {poke with ſacred Nonſence bleſt, 
Next ZSethel wiltly turning with the Tide, 
Thinks to thake oft the once-Beloved-Side, 
And doth the whole Dzfign fo much reſent, 
You'd almolt Swear, He lov'd the Government : 
Yet 
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Yet (till He cloſely favours the Intrigue, 

"And quits the Sh— from his Holy Leagre. 
Arn— that early Martyr for the Cauſe, 

So maul'd in Fack'napes Lane by Popiſh Claws, 

Was pity'd, till ſome Tell-tales underſtood 

That He, like Prieſt of Baal, in zealous mood, 

Firſt Scratch'd Himſelf , and then did Murder 

And hang'd a Brace of Tories by the by, [ery 

No Engine kills like a Religious Lye. 

But He, and Stout Sir Tr (that cou'd Vote 

For Freedom with as Popular a Note 

As any of the Houſe) begin ro ſhrink, 

Humbling themielves with Penitential Chink. 
So W— x5, who the ſame brave Motto wore 

As Cataline, and Caſſins, did before, 

Doth now His Latine Poeſie Paraphraſe, 

Will's For the King , ( If not again(# His Grace 
And Tr— laying down that Great Command, 

W1ll All His Taunton Forces now Disband. 

And thus, Forſooth, whilſt Loyalty'sin Faſhion, 
Ware like to have a Hopeful Reformation, 
But Subtile Roger bids Us have a Care, 

'Tis dang'rous yet to Truſt theſe Saints too far, 
"Tis Ten to One, it Jove's Great Mercy can 
Of I hig, or Trimmer, make an Honeſt Man. 
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"5 Adroice to His GRACE. 


A Ike, vain men; tis time th Abuſe to ſee 

Awake, and guard thy heedleſs Lovalty 

t10mall the Snares are laid for It and Thee. 

No longer let that buiſte juggling Crew 

(IT ho to their own mis deeds entitle Tou, ) 

Abuje Tour Far : Conſider, Sir, the State 

Of our unhappy Iſle , difturb'd of late 

With caufelels Fealoufies, ungrounded Fear, 

Ob(tinate Faction, ard Seditious Care ; 

Gone quite diftrafed for Religion's ſake 3 

Hind nothing their hot brains can cooler make, 

(S0 great's the deprivation of their ſence, 

Fut the excluding of their lawful Prince 

A Prince, in whoſe each /@ 1s clearly ſhown, 

That Heaven deſign'd, him to adorn a Throne : 

IT hich (tho He {corns by Treaſon to purſue,) 

Fe ner will quit, if it become F/is due. 

Then lay betimes your mad Ambition down : 

Nor let the dazling Luſtre of 2 (rmvn [care 

Lewitch your Thoughts 5 but think what mighty 

Attends the Crowns that Lawtul Princes wear 

Put when 1!] Title's added to the Weight, 

F'ow inſupportable's the Load of State ! 

Pelieve thoſe working Brains Jour Name abuſe 3 

Jon only for their Property ao uſe : Ae 
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And when they'r ſtrong enough to ſtand alone ; 


Tou, 8s an uſeleſs Thing, away'l be thrown. 
Think too, . how dear you have already paid, | 
For the fine Projefts Tour falſe Friends had laid. 
When by the Rabbles fruitleſs Zeal on loſt 
Jour Royal Fathers Love, Tour growing Fortune 

| croſs d ; 
Say, was Tour Bargain, think ye,worth the Coſt ? 
Remember what Relation, Sir, you bear 
To Royal Charles; Jubjet and Son Ton are , 
Two Names that ſtrict Obedience does require 5 


What Frenzy then does your raſh Thoughts inſpire, 


Thas by Diſloyal Deeds to add more Cares, 

To thers of the bright Burden that he wears 2 
Why with ſach eager ſpeed hunt Tou a Crown 
Toure ſo unfit to wear, were it Tour own £ 

With Bows, and Legs, and little Arts, Tou try, 
A rude , unthiovking Tumults Love to buy : 
And he who ſtoops to do ſo mean @ Thing, 
Shows, Fe, by Heaven, was ne're deſign'd for King. 
Would you be Great 2 do Things are Great and 
And ſcorn tobe the Mobile's dull Slave © | brave 


Tell the baſe Great Ones, and the ſhouting 


[Throng, 
lou ſcorn a Crown worn in another's wrong, 
Prove Tonr high Birth ' by Deeds Noble and 

[ Good 3 


| But ſtrive not to Legitimate your Blood. 


Fphelia. 
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The Solicitous Citizen : Or Much.ado 
about NOTHING. 


Oatinual Hubbub, and the noiſe of Flor, 
ldle Suſpicions of he knows not whar, 

The Pope,the Devil, and the ] rench, tive years 
Have ( zt enflav'd to Jealenfics and Tears x 
Nor any Proſpect yet of t exce appears: 
Bandy d about 'twixt Credit and Deſpair, 
IWho's ſafe Che cries while ſuch Deſigns there are? 
Anc'( what is more perplexing)can't te]] where. 
No, «hough of late he to his fide have gor 
TITUS, that Devil at cold (cent of Plot ; 
But he (poor Cur) at Oxford loſt his Fame, 
Where he Ran coxnter, to's eternal ſhame 3; 
There the baſe man, Diſlogal and Unjuſt, 
A ſecond time prov'd Traytor to his Trutt : 
In vain trom him Diſcoveries you hope ; 
Tae Cur (Pox on him) 's foil'd 5 4 Rope, a {ope. 


But this to /7r no (atisfaction gives ; 
he's {til uneafte, and in Fear he hives : 
CC. ics, there are others who can hind out lots, 
(And Make perhaps) as well as Dr. Oats; 
S5vs, Fiiſer Feads than is the City Rule ; 
(Orci.eFd ſaid, Fach (it had been a I 2. 
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Say what ye will, we will ſecure our Home, 
Be all in readineſs at Beat of Drum; | come ; 
Who knows how ſoon the K. of France may. 
| [ Farce, 
The Guards each night, you'd (plit to (ee the 
(Like Rattle-Snakes, with Bandaleers at A— 
Ty's to long Swords , and drelt in Greaſfic Buff, 
Majeſtic Porters)through the City hut; [makes 
Whilſt Leader, Fore-horſe-like, the Pageant 
With formal ſtrut, and's gawdy Taſſel! ſhakes. 
In this brave Pomp they march to Rendeſvouze, 
And there from Nine till S;x ſecurely bouze. 
In damn'd Mundurgas , and as naſty Nats, 
They curſe the Pope, and huff the K, of Fraxce. 
Does but poor whore about their Quarters 
| (budge 
| Whomundkind Stars do force till Tex to trudge; 
| Stait bruſtling Myrmidon cries, Who comes there 2 
Stand, or I'll fire, or ſtir a foot that dare ; 
Raiſes the Guards,(tor ſuch Alarms are common) 
Two hundred men to ſeize on one poor Weman. 
Why bere ſo late 2 (cries Leader) On what ſcore 2 
What are you? Ima Woman. Ton're a hore - 
And, Fellow Buff-Coats, a ſuſpicions One < 
For ought I know, the Whore of Babylon. C 
| As you ſy Captain, it may be Pope Joan. 
| SuchFeats as theſe our mighty Dons of war 
| Perform, to ſhow the world how much they 
{ dare, 
' find then to judge what plaguy Curs they are. 
= + op But 
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But here dull (7 is out 1n's Policy, 

While he on woman does his Manhood try - 
Credulous Aſs, there's no more groſs miſtake, 
Citizens Wives Beaſts of their Husbands make. 
Believe me {3t, thou'd(t better far negle& 
The Plots Abroad, and thoſe at Home inſpet : 
Need'ſt no Contriving Jeſuits tear, but th'Leagues 
of Wife with Conrtier, th' Ylington Intrigues. 
Was it well known to each contented Sot 
What's done at home, how Jacky was Begor, 
He'd be more jealous of his Wife than th' Flor. 


(The better (cries the Wite) to Grafts upon ; ) 
But he by ſuch dama'd Dulnels is undone : 
While on him ev'ry Raſcal puty a Trick, 

Care, Curtis, Baldwin and Seditious Dick : 
Such Rogues as theſe do ſtill Syſpicions give, 
And make new Plots that no man can believe : 
One buzzes This, one That Report in's Ear 


But of all Pates, Ct has the ſofteſt one ; 


One makes him hope, another makes him fear, 
Juſt like four Maſtiff: Dogs upon one Bear, 
Thus curious Cit theſe Plaguy Raſcals maw], 
Who knows not which the True or Falle to 

call, 
But honeſtly (dull Soul beheves 'em AP. 
This makes 'em in the City chule alone | 
To vent their Lebels; for there can't be hown 
One Treaſon-Writer at our end oth' Town: 


Theſe | 


FEE "gd 


Theſe are theK#zaves who make the Cits (ulpet 
Their Prizce, that he their Safety does neglee.C 
Whoſe only Care ( Feav # knows ) is to protect: 
Theſe are the Villains who our jars increaſe, 
Nor till they're Hangd can we <ie hope for 
[ Peace. 
Each Cobler's Stateſman grown, and the bold 
| | Ravle 
Convert eachAle-houſe-Board to Council-table; 
One cenſures this, another blames that faſhion, 
And thus they ſettle the Affairs o'th' Nation : 
On Votes and Councils are their Judgments 
aſt, 
And in what form they pleaſeAfﬀeairs RL. | 
Thus ( oledge did, but he was hang'd at Jaſt. 
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ive CHAR TER. 
A Comcal $ A TYR. 


Fire ! Fire { Fire ! Help, for we're all in Flames ! 
Prav come, for the good Lords ſake of Three Names! 
Jon; +, Commitees, and Sequeſtrators, 

Ola -t-!;, and mew Aflociators 

Call 1/-f :it;erd Officers, and Juſtice, 

(!Vhoſe 7ettle like to be eat with Ruſt is, ) 

Step to the Synagogue, and Jenkins Pew, 

Call all the Gentiles, and knock wp the Jew ; 
For ſach cirs d Wild-fire's amone ſl wu thrown, 
(ITorſe than the Jeluits) 'twill burn's quite down 3 
A Vengcance (irc-ball call'd Quo Warranto, 
WWill bring all our hopes to Achoranto. 


S Szmpſor's Strength up in hisHairwas ty'd, 

Rebell:ons Strength was in the Charter hid; 
Late in a Trampet Treaſon every Punk | Truzk; 
Could ſpeak ; now't muſt be wiſper'd through a 
By ' Þarter, Brother Traytoy we could free, 
Now there's no Priviledge for Terjury : 
Next time my Lord, beware the 17cdal- houſe. 
Though we'd be damn'd for't, we can't ſave jour 

[ (oule 5 


Weve 
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We've done as much for you as men could do, 
Ventur'd our SJorls, and loſt our / þarter too. 
And is that all > Come, ben't creſt.fall'o, make 
And bear up, I1l help you at a dead lift > | thift 
5omething may yet be done, though we darent 
 [ rouch 
On Meal Tub-F lots Iſt caught 1ih' Folling- 
5 | butch. 
How ſays your Lordſhip, tor your Honovr's 
(apital Member of onr Company : ; [ free) 
And you know well that *tis our of Faſhion, 
(For Tradeſmen to fink in Deſperation ;) 
Methinks, though we broke at State (for ſins, ) 
We may drive the old Trade of Cony- rhings, 
And Kid knapping Sell Brock and Dog hin- 
| Muff, 
And country Captains cheat with Pore thin- 
| Buff? 
We muſt imploy our Talents, ſtill, devile, 
A hundred Prodigies, and Prodj {g10Uus Lycs $. 
The Hook of *Popery won't take (mall 
Fiſh now, (ty on't ) the French have quite marr'd 
The II hore of Babylon, and Antichrift [ all, 
He hath ground to powder and (poii'd our Grilt , 
Who would have thought that Unchriſtian King 
Would {top our Mouths with fuch a Chriſtian 


| [ thing ? 
But yet we'l ſiyh, and groan, and ſhake the 
{ head, 


In time Rebe//zor may be broug::t to Bed, 
K 4 With 
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With good Midwifery, and good Wives aid, 
To whom ſuch Tales as theſe muſt (till be ſaid ; 
How a Child ſpoke as ſoon as born we'll tell ; 
(Perhaps before, toears that could hear well; ) 
Tell Northern men how Six Suns did appear 
At once 1'th South ; to Southern , Eight Moons 
[ there, 
Then for a touch of Prophecies 'we'l (ay, 
The Ile O Brazeel but the other day 
Appear'd to a good Maſter of a Ship, 
Where an 9/d woman that gave Death the ſlip 
E're fince the Deluge, told him, that the Time 
Of the Saints Government was now at Prime ; 
Down gocs Paalam, Aſhteroth and Dagon, 
Down goes Bell, and then up goes the Dragon. 
But now let's gybe the Sail. and catch the 
And make a tack to fetch you up behind. [ Wind | 
There wasa time ( they ſay ) G6nce the World | 
You had a ( barter never to be good. [ [tood, 
Have you forgot your Routs and Ryots, when 
You forc't the beſt of Kings, and bei? of Men 
To fly from's Royal Pallace, and betake 
Himſelf to Foreſt-ſbelter, and the brake ? 
When the Divine Magicians of your Town 
Chang'd you to [Volves and Dogs to hunt him 
[ down? 
Have you forgot how you the Lueer did 
And 1gh- born (ue to a ſad Divorce {| force, 
From their Royal Father £ Have you forgot 
How you made th' Crows aud Miter go to ys 
Fit, 
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Firſt Clamour, then Petition, Laſt you bring 
Rebellion, a compleat Sin-Offering ; 
Say Obedigh, tell me if you pleale, 
Had you a Charter for ſuch Tricks as theſe Foy rm 
Once more Beloved ; Have you forgot when 
Beat up for Bankrupt and Religious Thrums ? 
When Hungry Levites and ſtarv'd Prentices 
Sally'd from their dark Cells and Penthouſes, 
And like the Tlagues of Fg ypt ſpreads all ore, 
Some for to ſtench us, all for to devour ? 
Have you forgot how- you did Stab the King 
And Church, with Bodkin, Thimble, Spoon and 
Ring, 
And like the Jzdzans proſtitute your R.. _ 
For th' Deviliſh Idols of your Cauſe and Elves ?. 
Say /nnanias, tell me if you pleaſe, 
Had you a C barter for ſuch Tricks as theſe ? 
Surely the A& of Amneſty is (pile [ Guilt 3 
On thoſe claim pardon, won't renounce rhe 
A Realm divided 'gainſt it (elf can't ſtand, 
Nor Cty, it by ſuch as you 'twere man'd ; 
In vain are Oaths and Witneſſes, if th' Shreive 
Can pack a Jury, that will not believe - 
A Turk's a good Evidence, ('tis very true) 
Againſt a Chriſtian not againſt a Jew. 
The Pope and Cozclave ſure have chang'd their 
bz [ Neſts, 
And took your Quarters up within your Breaſts, 
Their high Prerogatives to You reſign'd, 
Can damn the Innocent, and ſaint the Fiend ; 
Or 
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Or elſe your Conſcience and Religion 

Are inſpir'd with Mahomet's Pidgeon, 

A Race of Chequer-work that's intertext 

* With the worlt Chriſtian and worſt Jew mixt, 
A kind of circum uncircumciſed kind, 

Can Swear the Body, and nor ſwear the Mind ; 
(As Serators (for to get in) muſt Swear ; 

Then keep the COV EN ANT to Depoſe the 
And all this's done by virtue of the Fall | Heir ;) 
( harta pro Cauſa, 'and a Tub-Pwulpit full, 

Sons of Oedipxs, we know you enough, 
The mark of Cazz is graven on your £row 3 
Not for the Charches , nor for the (rown- Land, 
But for the Twelve Apoſtles 'tis you ſtand. 

St. Panl for Þ ondow, St. Peter for Rome, 

Tudas for the Suburbs till the day of Doom ; 

'Tis not the firſt time you have ſhew'd your 

[ Leige, 

How you hate ]do/s, but love Sacriledee ; 

'Tis hard toſay, to whom we're moſt in Debt, 

To the Jeſu, or to the Judas-it 3 

[.yons and Unicorns ſupport our Arms, | 

But theſe are th' Beaſts that do [upport our 
[ Harms. 

Now to the Ono Warranto we mult Tack, 
Joyn my Lord's Kennel to the City Pack ; 
Speak, 7Joller, Jolly, Jewel, Whig-dog ; Quelt, 
Bouncer, Bawler, Blew-lips, and the reſt. 

O D:vive Charter, It would burſt my heart, 
If th' fFrk from T1ſrae! ſhould thus depart | 
But 
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But don't bring Pleas as valt as th' Book of Mar- 
[197 

| obſtruct Juſtice, and prolong your Charter ; 
Speak to th' point good Þrother, what can'{t (ay 
To keep this C barter everand for ay? 
Pleaſe Tou my /,ord , our Charter's ſacred made 
By Grants ſo many, one can it invade ; 
Of Twenty Kings and Senats hath the Seal. 


The Pope had more before he did Rebel 
Againſt the Law of God and of the King, 
He was confiſcate tor the ſ{elf-ſame thing ; 
The Zaw's the Rule of Peace, it doth not jar 
In't ſelf, it hath-no Repugnance, nor War. 
It Xings themſelves can't give their Crowns away, 
Then Kings by Law can't Themſclves betray. 


Look you Brother, here You bave Miſus'd 
Your Charter, and the known Laws abus'd ; 
Ryots and Ronts,You that (hould them ſuppreſs, 
You have promoted to a great Excels ; [Caule, 
You have pick'd Juries, pack 'd them for your 
And this deſtroys the Fundamental Laws , 

You that ſhould $chzſz: and FaTion quell, ſupport 


' Unlawful Meetings,and to them reſort ; [Swear 


What ſhall I ſay of Oaths 2 You Allegiance 
To day, to morrow would expel the eir ; 
Whoſe Crimes beyond all Prelidents 20, 
Forfeit their Charrels, ahd their Charter too. 
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To this we anſwer, Let the (inner die, 
A Tooth for a Tooth, and Eye for Eye ; 
Let the Tranſgreffors of the Law be laſht, 
But do not ict the Law it ſelf be daſht ; 
Things that have Sanction of Jong time, and 
Authority, ſhould not be lightly ſet. [great 
in days of old, when Subjects Innocence, 
Virtue and Goodneſs did odlige their Prince ; 
The greatneſs of the Monarch's mind was ſuch, 
They thought good Subjects could not have too 
[much ; 
But yet they ne're intended publick wrong 
By private AQ, that's but an il|-tun'd Song 5 
They us'd their Charter meerly to ſupport 
The Government, You to betray the Fort 
And *'twas not Sodow's fins , But 'twas the Mer 
Cait Town and ( harter in the Sulphrous Fen ; 
' Your Oracle hath ſpoke, and 'tmult be (o; 
C arthago delenda eſt, down 'tmult go. 
Where now do all our Learn'd Chaldeans keep? 
Be our Soothſayers and 'Strologers aſleep ? 
I'th' Blazing Stars Predictions was a Flaw 3 
You ſaid Antichriſt for Anti- Law. 
Oft men of Art by Figure take that Scope 
To mean the ( harter, when they nam'd the Fopez 
Well, there's no help for't now, ſhe muſt be 
[ {tript 
That's caught a Whoring, and ſeverely Whip 3 
The doubt of Tyrany late turn'd your Maw 3 
How do You like this Governing by Law A , 
cn 


_- 
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When Lanaticks are in their Frantich fits, 
'Tis the beſt Expedient to reduce their Hts. 
Son of a Slave, is't not enough to cheat 
Fools of their Money, but you muſt defeat 
Them of their Souls? Dutics to their GOD and 
[ Prince ? 
Was this the Trade you're bound to 10 years 
[ ſince ? 
Sell your Pole-davis, pack up your falſe Ware, 
And be content to cheat your ( hap-men there 
You ne're were Prentice to a States: man ſure! 
Say ſome Great Knave , (to draw thee to this 
[ Lure,) 
Should ſtroke thee on the addle head, and cry ; 
Come honeſt Tom , (thou know'it better than I) 
We're like to have ſad times you ſee 3 
Religion groans, and bleeding Liberty 3 
The honeſt ſubjet he muſt be diſgrac'd, 
And every ſober Officer diſplac'd 3 | 
We can't keep Feaſt nor Fait for th' Nations good, 
But all's miſconitru'd and miſunderitood 3 
The Plot is waniſh'd, and the Duke appears ; 
Tow, har't we cauſe for Jealouſies and Fears? 
Perhaps thou ſigh'ſt then till thy Buttons Crack, 
And (as thy Soul was tort'ring on the Rack) 
From the Veſuvns of thy ſmoaking Leal, 
Thou beliow'ſt forth this lamentable Peal. 
Ah ! My dear Lard! Happy the Womb that 
* An heart.{o Noble, 7/racl can deplore, { bore, 
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© In ſuch fad Times as thele when Foes us ſhroud, 
«* Thar Moſes will conduct us in a Cloud | | 
« We are all grieved with Extremitics, ( Cries; 
« And #haraoh's deaf to all our Plaints and 
* Our [ills with Bridle , and our Mouths with 
{ Bitt 
* Are held by force, our Sanhbedrims (han't fit; 
* We can't ſtoop down to ZHaal; Saints that 
[ have right 
* To Judge the Farth are Raviſh'd of their might; 
* Qur Handsare Feiterd, and our Hearts com- 
plain, 
© That free- born Spirits ſhould be ahrda i in 
[ Chain; 
© Thefe, and ten thouſand grievances we have ; 
* But you mult fave poor dying Souls from th' 
[ Grave. 
* Sweet Lord, | But Orphenus,] who ſhould rake 
* To bring Earidrce from Hell again ? | the pain 
{ good Torr, 
How droopineg ? [quoth my Lord? ] hold up 
Of my Opirit of Szlphar take a Dram) - 
Though at a Slight or two, wer'e almoſt gone, 
He's a poor Juggler, that ha'nt more tricks than 
Tle call my familiar, — Preſto appearz | one, 
He comes, — and whiſpers | in my Far. 
Courage AMonſeeur, and do not be diſmaid, 
From Plwto's Councel-Board, Ile (till bring aid 


Stand 


—_——_—_—_ 


— 


TO 
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Stand but your ground , and doubt no over- 
[ throw, 
Whilſt there's a Fury in the deep below 3 
| Fig for the Globe and Scepter too to boot, 
| The Trades-mans Jard 1s longer by a Foot 3 
) Be Impudent enough, Afﬀeronts repeat, 
Nothing fo brave as th' Baſe to brow the Great. 
A thouſand ways, a thouſand Wiles we'l try, 
In Towe mult ſet the Stygian Company, 
Whoſe Country FaQors mult retail their Wares 
From Houſe to Houſe as do the Scotchmen theirs. 
Complain of Taxes in time of Wars 
In Peace of Trade, and evil Conncellors ; 
Invet'rate Letchers when their Luſt departs, 
To keep the Sports up, they muſt uſe new Arts. 
| We muſt the Crowns Prerogative impair, 
| The Negative voice in th' Commons declare, 
LE Counterfeit the COIN 'tis Treaſon made, 
But not the PRINCES Power to invade ; 
'Tis Orthodox the longeſt Day you live, 
Your Rights t'Encroach, and Rob th' Preroga- 
i Slightall the K7zgs Alliances, diſgrace | tive. 
Foreign Embaſſadors in every place 3 
Say that Ben Hadu Otor's (carce half man'd 
{Though wiſer {ar} than all our Raves vth' 
| [Land : 
We are all Prethrer, and we now mult plow 
e Withall our Hezfers, Might and Main muſt bow 3 
| Every zew Moon a new Parliament can't 
Re-mind the Folk, that they're the Government ; 
We 
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We ſhall have one at laſt Tme ſure, and then 
We'l make (ſuch SJerators ſhall make us Mer + 
The Tide may turn, States have their Ebb and 
[ F low, 
And we may catch them when the Water's low ; 
Children muſt be provided for, and Wars 
May hap, (Crows, themſelves are not free from 
[ cares 3 
Then AMoxey muſt be had, our Silver Coin 
Shall buy good part of Pharaoh's Golden Mine 3 
We are all Tradeſmen now, and what we give 
'T ſhall be but artring for Prerogative 5 
Fetch the Adreſſors up, and ſcour the Coaſt 
Of all the Tories and abhorring Hoaſt ; 
Hang up the Judges, and Grand- Juries clap 
Clole in Goals that ſtood 1'th' Royal Gap 3 
Dawn but that day, (quoth Tow) and we will 
A Headleſs Council and a Headleſs King. [ Sing, 
Hold quoth my Lord,too falt,now you ramble; 
(Quoth Tom) to keep pace wr y' I muſt 2»yble. 
Bleſs me my Stars! Canſuch as theſe men be 
The Pulwarks of our Charch and Ciberty ? 
Send ther to the Morocco mn Fxchange 
For's Efriches and 7.yons, they're Beaſts more 
| [ſtrange, 
The French 'tis ſaid, Fees any one that's rare, 
Pray Croſs the FJ aters, and to Him repair 
Jf there be any Spirits that excell 
You in Sedition, they muſt come from Hell. 


We 
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We know the idol of your ( harter's dear 
| To you, as Laban's Gods to Rachel were 
| In her po4utions which ſhe lily hid, 
| Becauſe all ſearch their Modelty forbid ; 

But your polJutions in your Charter Reign. 

And hope it ſhall your wickedneſs maintain. 
No Date of Time, no Power on Earth can give 
Such Sanction as to make Corruption hve. 

But Maſter Jg-orames, make right view 3 
And ſure *tis not your Charter (quints, but You; 
There's no ſuch thing as the Kings friends ſhall 

, bleed, 
| And's Mortal Enemies for Treaſon freed 
| Youre fine Fellows to Judge the twelve Tribes 3 

[ I fear 
By Magna Charta you will (carce fit there : 
Cabbage twice boild's ſtark naught , and th' 
[ diſcourſe 
| (You know) in Pulpit ſtill the ſame, is worſe. 

Conſider Rabby, You are wile and ſage, 
Rebels and Jubilees thrive but once an Age : 
Alas you know it was but th'other Day | Play 

With Drum and Trumpet, Fool and Knave this 
Was Acted to our coſt of Lives and Ore, 

Pack up your Nawls,we'll be deceiv'd no more: 

Grant ſome great Lord or two did chance to 


[ jar 

(With Cedars well as Shrubs, ſuch Chances are ;,) 
But yet methinks, the Twigs ſhould gratctul be 
To th' Root that gave them all their Bravery. 

L | alice 
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Malice ne're want's for Miſchief, and Revenge 
Is dearer much to Mortals, than the Fringe 
Of Heav'nz The Soul of Body and 'State ; 
And ev'ry Nerve's imploy*d to (ſerve its Hate. 
lhe canning and the crafty mult be bought, 
1he young and ſportive, they are eaſy caught; 
The diſcortented they muſt be left alive, 
With hopes of his ambitivus /eetrieve 5 
Sticks ot all ſorts and fizes it mult get, 
To rake the Flames, and to increaſe the heat; 
And (ill Religzon makes the Oven red, 
Or elſe quite tpoild's the Batch of Ginger- bread. 
[ come, 
Thencrawl the I»fets forth, their Kingdom's 
St!!] where the Carrion 1s thoſe Creatures rome, 
And buzzing up and down the Towzs they cry, 
For Liberty , and for Trath we'll die. : 
To Hang tor /aſcals firlt, | wiſh you'd try. 
Hark Viiiains, hark ! Your bale ebellious Luſt, 
And your / ovalties have the ſelt-ſame gult ; 
Tour Goats Blood cannct itch ſo much, to down 
With Poth as we to prop the Charch and { rown. 
[ done 5 
| ſaw your ſpells (the Votes ;) 'twas bravely 
As with the Father you'd deal with the Joz, 
I've ſeen your Martyr's, Feters, Scot,and Viner, 
Sainted in Gold, with « olledge the Joyner. 
I've {een your Fampblets, {.ibels Books ofprint; 
Sech ne're betore came from the Devil's Mint. 


I've 
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I've ſeen the DoFors Depoſitions too 
And faith he's done as much as man could do. 
[ work, 
Won't all this Old-new.found-Art do the 
To pull the K7zg down, and ſet up the Kirk ? 
What ? NoCormcopia to be found ? 
Be all our Knights-Templers laid under ground ? 
Are our Braves good for nothing, but to lap 
Th infected droopings of a filver Tap ? 
Alas! we want Ingredients; Give 
Us a Parliament that ſhall ever live, 
And the Militia, we're compleatly Bey? 
CESAR do that, and then, Sir, do yOhr belt. 
What Snake-hair'd Fury with Infernal Brand, 
Broke looſe from Hel thus to inflame the Lazd? 
Shall we be jealous of our bleſt Content, 
Till cracking th'(trings, we break the Inſtrument? 
Shall our Arch- Angel of the Devil's See 
Drown'd Four and twenty of our Hierarchy 3 
And by a whirl-wind from the Stygian-Lake , 
A Glorious Mozarch,and Three Kingdoms wreck? 
Down Aſmodeus; down to the burning Pits, 
Where thy C onncel of State in Brimſtone fits: 
In that dark Conclave let thy Envy range: 
Changing but Thar, never expe&t more change. 
Here Pity checks my Spleen, and who cantell 
Good Angels (orrows, when the Train too fell 2 
But they were bleſt with great perfeGtion, 
And (though feduc'd ) the Crime was AV their 
ON 
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Beneath the Firmament it is not fo, 
Here's imperteCtion in the Fgh and Low. 
One Z acifer on Earth may dangerous prove, 
More than a Legion to One Saint above. | 
But {ce ! the Murder'd Martyrs Ghoſts appear! 
Your Native Prince and Fathers Shades ſtand 
[ there! 


Lend Them your Eyes,the Rabble not your Ear. | 


And what would the mad Rabble have? Let's try: 

And who would ask, but one as mad as ] £2 

Can the turbulent wind tell why it blows ? 

Gr tumbling Ocean why it Ebbs and Flows ? 

The (erteleſs Rybble's but that Duſt which flies 

Wuh every puff of wind into our eyes : 

It makes you pur-blind,and defiles your Shooes ; 

Rather to piff ont than to court it chooſe. | 

[ Earth 

I'll dare the Sum, which hath ſurvey'd the 

Ever ſince Ewe gave Cain ard zibel Birth 3 

In all his Travels, if he can declare 

A people Franchis'd as the Fzglifþ are ? | 

All others Birth-right Bondage is ; but We | 

Surfeit with Cates, and glut with Liberty. | 

It Heaven ſhould bid a Subje@ to implore 

What bliſs we want, he could not ask fo; more; 

Oh the »»happy ſtate of Happineſs / 

They enjoy more that do enjoy much leſs ; 

Rome in it's Pomp and Pride could never ſhew 

Men of that bulk, of Wealth in England flow 3 


And 


And every Cottager lives frank and free 

As Jove, Here's a perpetual Jubilee - 

Hear one great Truth an Ezgliſh Subjed (ings, 
We have one Ezyperonr, and a Million Kings. 


To the KING, 


Celeftial Prince, deſcended from above, 
With Goodneſs, and the wiſdom of great Jove 3 
Hov'ring the Doves with thy Seraphick Wings, 
Still Shielding Church and State from Serpents 

[Stings, 
Accept the Addreſſes of our Fumble praiſe 
'Tis all the Izcenſe Men to God can raiſe, 


When civil War Three Kingdoms did inthrall, 
You were the Saviour that Kedeerm'd us all, 
And rais'd mriraculouſly from their Graves, 
Thre Soul-ſunk Nations that were Slaves to 

[ Slaves 5 


Mean Thanks do mighty favours quite diſgrace, 


But dull Tzgratitzude becomes the baſe : 

How Jultly may'ſt thou let thy Thunder fly ? 

Both Giants and Pigmies doom'd to dye. 

What, will they war with Joze £ in vain, in vain; 

Whom th' Gods have Crown'd, in ſpight of 
Worms ſhall Reign; 

Repent proud Nuit before it he too laie, 

Strike Sail; my Mzyſe ſhall be your Advocate. 


L 3 Hear 
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Hear great Apollo, Phebas lend thine Ear 
_ To an unpolitht Aſzfe's humble Prayer. 

She lifts no Phaetontick palm on high 3 
Lo, her requeſt is veil'd with Modeſty; 
Thou that art goodneis Eſſexce, Thou that keeps 
Clemency waking that ſhe never ſleeps 3 
Look on the Erronys of Mortality, | 
With the kznd Aſpe& of your God-like Eye. 
Though they have ſin'd (and certainly a Sin 
To death, had it againſt a bad Prince bceen,) 
And their Tranſgreſſions in an high degree, 
Are aggravated to (in thus againſt Thee 3 
My poor Myſe begs, (although their ſins be great,) 
That Thou would(t not Forget, to jorget. 


Tothe DUKE. 


And Thou great Hero of loud Fames firſt rate 
(Still partner of your Royal Prothers Fate) 
Who bafile Miſchief, and her Dart deſpiſe, 
And ſtand the firmer for her Batterzes ; 

Whilſt Ezvy toyls her felt quite out of breath, 
You undiſturb'd can ſmile the Vretch to death. 
Maliceis now in a Conſumption grown ; 

To ſee her (elf miſtook in Tow alone 1 

Still the more venom that on You they throw, 
Still yor: the Taller, and more lovely grow 

. Can walk the Fzery Furnace, and no Hair 
Sing, no ſmell of Fire, no impair : 

Fond 
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| Fond men! To hope they can deſtroy whom 
| 70ve 

Preſerves by Wonders , and peculiar 7 ove - 

Never before preſumptive Heir did (ure, 

Worle Wrongs trom moſt preſumptive Men ©n- 
| ure, 

Well may they droop their Feads, and Necks in- 
[ cli 2, 

As Tulips Froft bit with a Northern Il ind ; 

To Frudence (till and Fizty you'r Joſt, 

And do forgive whom none will wiſh to truſt, 


7s the LORDS. 


You of the (onffel/ation that maintain 
Your ſtarry Glories, trom Apoitate Stain 
You whole chafte Loyalty for ever ſtream'd 
To th' Royal Lamp of Fonour whience You 
| [beam'd, 
You ſhall for ever ſhare the Mxſes Praile, 
Whiltt Helicon hath Drops, Apollo Pays. 


Tothe GENTRY. 
Come Prothers of the Ainor Stars , that are 


No wandring Planets, but fixt in Your Sphere 3 
You that have vow'd to be ſo True 


To ( harles, that to your ſelves you be fo too; 


(And ſure I am your Oath will not be broke, 
You'l bow to Deſtiny, before the Joke) - 
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We muſt not praiſe nor thank our ſelves, that's 
[ vain, 

That were but Champarty ( You know in grain; 

But we'l ſo Loyal and fo Faithful live, 

That Church and Crown's Fees Us no thanks ſhall 


[ give, 


To the Common: Councel and Court of 
Aldermen. 


And You brave Cztizens, ſo Rich and Wile, 
(The Boons of Heavens, due to Loyalties) 
Heaven marks them who from Alegiance (tray, 
(With Children, Wits, or Fortunes quite awry.) 
You that hold th' Rains , curb the head-ſtrong 

[ Jaws 
Of Aſſes kickt at Governours and Laws 
You know that Trade doth (till moſt profit bring, 
To them are true to God, and to their King ; 
Long may You live,and may the Tow# and ( ourt 
Be happy in the prayers of my poor heart , 
May no K;zg want ſuch Citizens, I pray, 
Nor Town(-men Prince , like him they now 
| { enjoy. 
To the Livery-men. | 


But You that are now of th' new Lzvery, 
And Old Leven, look for no thanks from me; 
Keep to your Gods; on damned Bradſhaw call, 
Implore the ſhades of Ireton and Nol 4 

- | Mu 


POEMS. I53 


To come improv'd from Hell, and be ſo good 

To ſet crackt men with Plunder up, and Blood ; 

The Rbble ſhall nolonger Rule this Tows, 

Rebellions ( barter muſt now go down : 

But yet we'l beg the Kirg that he would pleaſe 

To give another on good terms as theſe. 
Countreys 0 regrown with Beaſts of Kapine, 

Ty'd to deſtroy the common Fnemy, [ be 

And bound by ( harter yearly to afford 

So many Fox or Wolf-skins to the Lord, 


London,once bounded in Walls, is now bound- 
Grown from a City to a Wilderneſs » {leſs 
More and worſe Vermin lurk in 't's Holes and 

[ Dens, 
Than Wolves in Tory-land, or Frogs in Fens - 
It they renew their Charter, may they pay 
A Rebels head for Quit- Rent every day, 
And a Whores Liver, till the Town be found 
Fone$t, and (like the Loyal Countrey ) ſound. 


Now we have done, we have not done; what's 
See how the Matinous Women appear! [there ? 
Nip Izſurre&ions in the bud 5 Drums beat 
A par), and let us with the Females treat : 
What would the good wives have ? Foibear 

[ſlaughter ! 

Then quoth the Amazors,we'l keep our ( harter; 

And thus pleads firlt a Moyſe trap makers Wite 3 
Before we'll looſe our Flonoxr, we'l loſe Life 3 

| | | Floneur 
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| Honour than Food or Raywent priz'd more bs 


For 1; wel live, and for 1? we'll die 
Farewel Charter, Farewel Geztility, 


Next comes a bouncing Butchers Wife i'th' 
With a Cow-killing Pole ax in her Hand, { Van, 
D'y* think we'l loſe our Charter? and be ſtil'd 


F,, YDB 
As Fiſh-women be in Bore-land, and well 63 
Maſter Pwnch kills an Ox, and Twenty Sheep 
Each week 1th' year, and I the Stall do keep; | 
Shall all this Blood (belides a Free- mans Wife) 
Now looſe it's Honour? by my Butcbers Life 
For our Noble Charter we will ſtand and fall, 
For if we looſe our Arms, we then looſe al. 
; [ Lungs 
Then ſpoke a C hawdlers wife with Ale-finfft- 
As big as Tun, foaming at all, her Bangs 5 
D'ye think Ile (it at Bar all day for th' Fees 
I get by Porter's penny Bread ang Cheele, 
And ſee the Slaves like Clowns in Suſſex, come, 
And cry , Dame where is your Husband ? at 
[home ? 
Shall double Drink place to feeling (o give ? 
Shallt be Madam Creſwel, and not Mis Keeling ? 


| 
Quoth Miſtreſs Fough , 'twould be a ſtinking 

It I were not Maſter Gold fieders Wife ; {| life, 

Tt farewel Charter, then farewel to a)! 

The good Nob;lity of Pin: makers Hall, p 

Stan 
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Stand to your Arms, both Life and Limb ſhall go 
To (ave our Honour and our ( harter too. 
A Reverend Matron, in whole L ogal face, 
Was every touch of Modeſty and Grace, 
Hearing the Grievances, ventur'd the Crowd, 
And thus ſhe ſpake , and thus their Ears they 
* Dear Siſters of the Livery, appeale [bow'd ; 
| * The boiſtcous bellows of your Paſſions ceate 3 
* You know that oftentimes untimely fears 
| Tor the Mex,and them transform to Fares, 
* And Jealoxſte's our Sexes curſed Spell, 
* Transforms us Angels to the Flags of Hell. 
The laſt old Charter which you lo deplore, 
Was granted to us m the days of Tore, 
And many an odd thing was in'tz 'twas done 
When th' Land with Popery was over-run, 
And now by Law is fo repugnant found, 
That th' Law it (elf is in that ( barter drown'd 
But there's another in the A7vt tor You, 
According to your hearts delire, New, New 3 
Not after the old Superſtitions Faſhion ; 
But New, according to the Reformation : 
For wethat were but Miſtreſſes before, 
Shall now be Maſters, Lords , and fomething 
Moreover 'tis provided, all the Geeſe {[more; 
| In_Londo# ſhall have two Ganders apiece 3 
Double man'4#; And if that be not ſatis, 
You ſhall have your Zoys on Sundays Gratz, 
This ſaid, they ſhout, and made the I elkzn ring ; 
Cry'd, Damn th'old © harter andGod ſave theKing. 
A 


A Charadter of London-Village. 


-By a Countrey Poet. 


Village ! Monſtrous ! 'Tis a mighty Beaſt, 
Behemoth. or Leviathan at leaſt ; 
Or like ſome Wilderneſs, or vaſt Meander, 
Whege to find Friends one long enough may 
[ wander. 
The Towring Chimneys like a Forreſt ſhow, 
At whoſe low Branches do Balconies grow. 
When I came there at firſt, I gazed round, 
Aud thought my ſelf upon Izchamed Ground ; 
Or el(e that I (in Rapture being hurl'd) 
Was Jately Dead, and this was th'other World. 
But wasſurpriz'd with Doubts , and could -_ 
tell 
Which of the two 'twas, whether Heav's or Hell: 
The Noiſe and Shows my Eyes and Ears invade, 
By Coaches, Cryes,and Glitt'ring Gallants made. 
My Reaſon was convinced in a Trice 
Thatit was neither, but Fools Paradite ; 
Ladies I ſaw, not Handſom one in ten ; 
Great (tore of Knights,and ſome few Gentlemen. 
Fine Fellows Flanting up and down the Streets, 
Where Fop and Flutter each the other Greets 


Each 
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Each Mimick Poſture does an Ape preſent, 
While Humble- ſervant ends the Complement. 
For Garb and Coloxr there's no certain Rule, 
Here is your Med , your Blew , your 7ellow- 
[ Fool. 
Moſt of theſe Gallants ſeem to view Refin'd ; 
The Owt-fide wondrous Gay, but poorly Lind. 
I ſaw ſome of them in the Play-houſe-Pit, 
Where they three hours in Converſation fit, 
Laugh and talk Loud, but ſcarce a grain of Vit. 
The Ladies to eninare will ſomething ſay, | 
Tending to ſhow the Brisk Gallants theic way, © 
But (corn as much to prattle ſence #s They. C 
Here comes a Hero cover'd cloſe from Air, 


Next after him, 4s hy fix Horſes drawn, 


Looking like Scanderbeg on ev'ry one. ' 

' Whoſoon a whiſpering Baud ſoftly invites, 

To a new Suburb Miſs attd there he lights. 

But at ſome little diſtance from the place, 

Handſom he ſeems, all cover'd oer with Lace. 

That nearer ſhews an old and ugly Face. | 

There goes a Brisk Young Laſs in a gay Dreſs, 

| Here an Old Dronein Youthful Gawdynelſs. 

| | Strange Miracles of Nature here are plac'd ! 

Il-Favour'd Wenches, Cracks ; fome Fair, are 
[ chaſte. 

The 


The Temp' rate Sick: Great ters live in 
[ Health. 
Here Uſurers have Wit, and Poets Wealth. 
The Cotte-Houſe, the Rendezvous of Wits, 
Is a Compound of Gentiemen and Cits ; 
And not all wiſe, or elle their Wits they 
They flitas if Afraid of one another. [ \mother, 
So Pick-pocker (when deeper / iſter's by) 
Budging aloof, diſowns the Myſtery. 
In comes a Cockt-up Fally, Looking big, 
With Decp-fring'd Elbow-Gloves, and Ruffi'd 
[ Wig, 
He turns his Back to th' Chimney with a Grace, 
Singing and Staring in cach Strangers Face 3 
Talks Mighty things, his late Intrigues,and then 
Sups off his Di{h, and out he ſtruts agen. 
And as I Rambled through this Quondam-( ity, 
I lovk'd on Foancng Pauls with Tears of pity 
But wiping off, with an auſpicious Smile, 
Being like to riſe the Glory of this Iſle, 
Village, for now to you [ tell me Tale, 
You have produc'd a zrountain froma dale :| ye, 
The Country thought the fire had quite undone 
But now I find you have both Zeal and Aoney. 
{ Brook, 
{ croſs d the Thames much broader than the 
Where ] have bath'd, and little Frihes took. 
From Bear-Garden | I eſtminſter mightview, 
And tho their Outſide lookt of different hue, 
Yet therincach is lo much Natſe and Pother, 
[ 
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I ſcarce knew how to difference one from th' 


[ other. 
But at the Court indeed I ſaw great Things, 
The Nobleft SubjeFs and the Beſt of KINGS - 
Theſe things I did obſerve, and many more, 
But Tyr'd with the Relation, T1! give o'er. 


True Loyalty in irs Colours : Or a Sur- 
rvey of the Laudable Addrels of the young 


Men and Apprentices of the C ty of Lon- 


don, to His MAJESTY. 
* Fif 


O Name, becauſe you can't write well? a 
Is a Good Hand, that can write Loyaliſt. 


' Go on Brave Youths, and let your Paper ſhow, 


What Love what Service to your King you ow. 
How well, Now , London , mult be Judge of 
When in thy Sons we find ſuch. Loyalty. [ Thee, 
What? Though the Jeſints a brooding lye, 

To hatch for us a Mortal Enemy 3 

Loyal Addreſſes ſhall like thunder kill, 

The Poiſon: gathering Viper m the Shell : 

And quickly make the FaQious Gang leave off, 
To Lace their Coffee with Seditious Stuff. 


The 
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The FRoul contains moſt Trades, who Swear 
p [ they'l be 
One Man t'oppoſle their Princes Enemy. 
Th'Ingenuous Pothecary makes up a Pill ; 
And Swears,it knows both how to Salve and Kill, 
The Keen-<dg'd- Barber with his Razor votes, 
Inſtead of Cutting Beards, to Cut their Throats, 
The Shooe- Maker protelts he'd rather chooſe, 
To wind Cord tor their Necks, than for their 


Shooes. - 


The Cobler too wou'd meddle with the Fools 
And wou'd inſtead of Soles, Tranſlate their Souls. 
The Nimble Tay/or (wears each Finger itches, 
To cut their Coats more than to ſow their 
[ Breeches. 
The brisk Vpholſfterer (wears by his Feather, 
Fheir Souls and Eodies he will Quilt together. 
The Camming Vintrer Vows next time to bring, 
Confounded wine to them that hate his King.” 
The Greaſy Butcher Swears by's Oxe's Head, 
That at one Blow he'll (trike Sedition Dead ; 
Then Cur it open, Quarter it, and Treat 
The Devil with a Dainty Diſh of Meat. 
The Cockt-up Haberdaſher briskly debates, 
For Bruſhing of their Coats inſtead of Hats. 
The Artificial Surgeon fain would Box 'em, 
And (end them all ro Hell with a Pox to 'em. 
The Cook cries cram 'cm 1n my Pot's Belly, 
And 1 will {tew their Rump- Beef to a Jelly : 
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A Carpenter comes in with a few. Cringes, [ ges. 
And fain wou'd have *em Hang'd upon new Fin- 
Then a Hot: Bell- Founder cryes out of Spite, 
They dead my Trade let them be hazg'd out- 
[right. 
But the ſlye Broaker Vows he dos not dare 
Venter his Coyn on ſuch deceitful Ware. 
| Next unto him comes the ruff Brick: layer, 
And he's for Building up the. Common Prayer : 
The Loyal Coach-mar this Sentence Broaches, 
Jam for making Flotters draw my Coaches. 
The Brazier 1s for Burning them, to lee 
What Mettle afterwards they'l prove to be, 
The Strong-IWater-Mgn would be at Stilling, 
_ Of their ill Humours, not at Killing. 
| Then comes the Lawyer hatching of ſome Evil, 
And fain would bring him into Bond with th' 
Devil ; 
But ſays the Attorney, Let 'em make (uds luds) 
| An Execution t me of Body and Goods. 
The Rare-loyal Weaver makes a pother, 
To have 'em Kickt from th'one ſide to the other. 
The Gold. ſmith likes 'em beſt, for well he knows, 
| Such Mettle both for Gold and Silver goes. 
They'l take what ſtamp we pleaſe,they are ſuch 
| | [ Witches 3 
| ACzſar's Head as well as Oliver's Breeches. 
Laſt comes a Printer, (and layes) Let me Dye, 
| It I don't brand 'em to Eternity : 
| 
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] will transfer to future Age their Plot, 

And what Reward their cunming Coleman got: | 
I will Transprint King Charles his Death, and bid 
The Children Weep, for what their Fathers did, 
Papiits and FaTious, both ſhall go to Pot, 
While the Trae Logally Draws a better Lot. 


Loyalty Triumphant : Or a Poem on the 
Numerous Loyal Addrefles to His 
MATJTESTY. | 


Ouſe up my Muſe ! For, how in ſucha | 
[ Cauſe, 
Canit thou be Lazy, or admit a Pauſe ? 
Why do not Words flow faſter then thy Ink, 
Or forward Verſe, ſcarce give the leave to think 
Thy Pen in ſuch a Cauſe ſhould Pregnant be, 
To Write thy Fellow- Subjects Loyalty : 
Subjcas that dare in ſpight of Faction ſhow, 
How much they to the beſt of Princes owe 3 


That dare in (p:zht of all the Politick Crew, 


Who would the People and their KING ſubdue, 
Be truly Loyal, Honeſt, Juſt, and Good, 
Four things the Others never underltood ; 

Or if they ever did, have long forgot, 

Since fic{t Sedition in their Hcarts took Root, 


Their 
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Their Leaders Soul, as well as Eyes, do ſquint; 
* | And could we ſearch the Heart, the Devil's in't : 
id | fle ſeems in ſhew, as Loyal as the beſt;; 
d, | But a ſull Fury Lodges in his Breaſt. [ Tread, 
Ambition, that Curſt Fiend that fain would 
Once more upon his Royal Maſters Head : 
Nor are his Followers behind in Zeal, 
T'advance the Good Old Cauſe, and Common- 
Reading the Votes of Parliament, T found [ weal. 
The KING with honeſt Men encaiuoaſt round, 
he | Whofor the Publick Good, did Wiliely Vote, 
lis | That He for Zargier ſhould not have a Groat; 
At His own Charge He muſt the War maintain, 
| Or Tangier might be Loſt, for He in vain 
| Affiſtance (ought from them, unleſs He'ed give 
2 | InPawn, for it, His own Prerogative 3 
ſe, | Andagainſt Nature's Laws ceaſe to Defend, 
An only Brother, and a faithful Friend. 
He muſt Exclude Him from the Ezgliſþ Crown; 
ak | That when Great 7ork they once had tumbled 
| [ down, 
They might fet up an 7do! of their own g 
Whom it they cannot manage to their wills, 
And make him Authoriſe unheard of Ills : 
They'l without ſcruple hurle them head-long 
Ee, ( down,f. 
And tearing from his Brows the totter'dCrown, 
Each will be King, and ſet it on his own. 
Amonglt five Hundred Men,ſome few there were, 
| That durlt for Loyalty and Truth declare 3 
Ila | M 2 That 
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That durſt the King's Prerogative Maintain, 
'Gainſt Mighty Matchivel, and all his Train : 
Bur once diſcover'd, they like'common Foes 
Or Spies, upon the Actions of the Houſe, 

Are firſt made Kneel before the Bar, and then 
Our Loyaliſts ſuch Principles deſpile, 

Are (ti]l contriving how their K7zg may riſe, 
How they may make Him Powerful, and Great, 
And in f1ll Splendour keep his Royal Seat ; 
Still acting what their chearfu] words expreſs, 
Whilſt each of them performs a whole Adareſe, 
Oh! may they ſtill perſiſt in doing well, 

Till there be no Tongue left their Deeds to tell; 
That they who did in This their King regard, 
May in the other world mect their Reward. 


The Club of Royaliſts. 
[ Wine, 
Ome Ganemede , and fill each Glaſs with 
| Let each Muſe Diink her ſhare . then fill 
, [up mine: 
I with the Nize will Revel all this night , 
THI Charles his Health bring back the Morning 
But hold alittle, Whither am I gone ? [ Light. 
What need [ run (o far as Helicon ? 
Whilſt Aiding on each Beam, the Sun doth bear 
As L.ozal Drinkers as the Muſes are : 
For they I fear have canght thinfeCtion too, 


Since their own Sons bravely themſelves undo : 
For 


t 


Fle Drink Confution to each Caballift. 
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For one who formerly ſtood Candidate, 
For Wit and Senſe with Men of higheſt Rate : 
Apoſtatizes from his former Acts, 
And from his own C.ambyſes Fame detradts. 
No more in Verle his Mighty Talent ſhows, 
But Libels Princes with Malitious Proſe. 
This Man in ( or»hil] if you chance to meet, 
Or near the Middle of Threadneedle-ſireet ; 
Know 'tis to pay his Homage to the Sur, 
Or rather to the Hot-brain'd Phaeton, 
Whom Od blames;but he docs more commend 
Adviſing ſtraight the Chariot to Aſcend. 
What ? Though the world once more were ſet 
| [on Fire, 
Shall his Young Fieroe bawk his great Defjre ? 
No, let the Head-ſtrong Youth his Steeds drive 
[ on, 
Tread on his Fathers Counſels, and his Throne. 
I envy not thoſe happy Men that Ride 
With him in's Guilded Coach, my humble Pride 
Deſires no Courſer , but a Hoggs heads Back, 
Where mounted with a Bowl of Sparkling Sack. 
With Ruſſel, Capel, Cooper, and the relt, 
[Rage 
Damn their S#z-Tavern Clubbs; but hold, my 
Condemns the only Honeſt Men of ih' Ape : 
The truelt Patriots England 'ere did breed, 
Who Viper-like, on their own Mother feed ; 
Tear up their Bowels with a baſe pretence, 
Ot feigned Piety and Conſcience ; 
| M3 Good 


165 
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Good Gentlemen, how caretul are they grown, | 


To ſuppreſs Papiſts, and ſubvert the Throne ? 
They tor Religion ſtrive, but wiſe men know, 
From wheace their greateſt Diſcontents do flow. 


Zeal for the Good Old ( auſe enflames their breaſt, 


But the chief Fucll's, 4 r;vate Intereſt. 


The Diſlenter truly Deſcribed. 


Hat ſhall a glorious Nation be o'rthrown | 


By Troops of Sneaking Raſcals of our 


Muſt Civil and Eccleliaſtick Laws, 


ſown? 


Once Truckle more under the good Old Cauſe ? 
Shall theſe Ungrateful Varlets think to Live, 


Only to Clip Royal Prerogative ? 


Shall all our Blood turn J/hey, whilſt we do ſee 
Mcn both Afront, and Stab the Monarchy ? 


I'm all inflam'd with a Poetick Rage, 

And will Chaſtiſe the Follies of the Age. 
Thoughts crowd (© faſt upon me, I muſt 
Til: I've diſplay'd the Gaudy Hypocrite. 


write 


H-'s one that ſcarcely can be call'd a Man, 


And yet's a Pious, Holy Chriſtian. 


He's big with Saving Faith Che ſays) yet He 


Has not one ſpark of common Charity. 


*Gainſt 


' 
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' *Gainſt Reaſon he perpetually whines, 
| Becauſe it Contradidts his Black Deſigns. 


He diſ-eſteems dull Morals : for a Saint 

My well-beloved Brethren mult not want. 

Soul. warming Thoughts; ſo warm that they did 
{ dwell, 

Firſt in the Womb, then at the Breaſts ot Hell. 

He Flouts the Common Prayers,yet the poor Fool 

Himſelf, not Them, does turn to Ridicule. 

He hates a Form, yet loves his dear Non-ſenſe; 

Nauſeats his God with his Tmpertinence. 

With Eyes turn'd up, Mouth ſcrew'dgand Monk y- 

[ Face, 

He lowdly bawls to God for Saving Grace. 

With Meen ſo baſe, and ſcurvy, as if even : 

His Apiſh Poſtures only would pleaſe H: aven. 

And then his Sniv'ling Tone, to the molt High, 

He does conclude, is Curious Melody. 

It Things ſucceed not as his Humour wou'd, 

He ſtrait grows Angry , and he Huffs tis God 7 

And this (as if God knew not what to do. ) 

And that wou'd have been tor thy Glory too. 

Then Muffl'd in his Cloak, Roger begins 

In's Sermon, to dawb forth , Soul-killing- ſins ; 

Marder, and Theft, and Þ ride, and Gluttony, &c. 

Which intheir Zives none more Applands than 

Yet if you do ſurvey the Liſt with care, [ He. 

You! quickly find Rebel/ion is hid there. 

And when he's preſt to Duties for ſome Hours ; 

He ne'r puts in The Higher Powers. 


M4 - At 
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At Swrplice, and Lawm ſleeves,he takes offence, 
Becaule they are the Types of Tmnocence ; 
For that he hates, and with It men of Senle, 
The Reverend Prelates he (ti]] vilifies, 
"Caule they detect his curſed Vi/anies. [ down, 
Hang them, they bark, come let us pull them 
For this ſame Mitre does ſupport the (rown. 
They'r the King's trueſt Friends, yet thought it 


[ good, 


To drown his Kingdomsin a Sea of Blood. 

They the King's Perſon would protec, they ſaid, 

Yes, yes, forlooth by (utting off bis Head ; 

And this they did, infpir'd by Zeal alone, 

To falten Chriſt in his Triumphant Throne. 

As it Damn'd Lyes, Falſe Oaths and baſe Deceit, 

Propt up his Throne, and made him truly Great, 

As it the Devil himlelf that acted them, 

Did bring the / uſter to His Diadem. 

Nay, they goon yet with the ſame Intents, 

By moulding to their Minds New Parliaments. 

Some of the Great, they by their whimſeys 
[ guide, 

To like their Treaſon, and to ſtem their #ri4e. 

In other things, hke methods they purſue, 

For even the Shrjeves mult be Fanaticks too. 

The Judees too, they'd to their Party gain, 

Did they want either Honeſty or Braiv, | theſe, 


And when their |heedling Tricks do fail on 


They poiſon ſoon ſome Conntrey Juſtices, 
Then 


Then had they once the dear Mzlitia, [obey : 
They'd mount the Jaddle, and make « harles 
Thus firſt they'd make Him but a very Straw, 
And then at Liſt controll, and give Him Law, 

In fine, they are the Foes of Royal State, 
Order is the great Obje& of their Hate, 


| Nor God, nor Men, thele Furies ſeek to pleale, 


They'd bruiſe the Crown, and tear our Surplices- 

They'd Undermine the Churches Harmozy, 

And Ride a full Carier to Popery. 

They all Mankind, except Themſelves Deſpiſe, 

Chiefly the Great, for being Good and Wile. 

Some Subtile have, and ſome have Giddy Souls, 

Some Fools, ſome Knaves, and ſome are Knaves 
| [ and Fools. 

Theſe Vermine would even the beſt things com- 

And luck all the Jweetneſs of the Land. | mand, 


The 
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The Loyal LET ANY. 


[ zet, 

Rom a new model'd Jeſuit in a Scotch Bon- 
With a Maſs under's (lceve and a Covenant 
[ on it, 

From Triſh Sedition blown out of French Sonnet, 
Libera nos Dom. 


From Conſfpiring at Joe's and Caballing at Mews 
From Sr. Gatts holy Tub of Uncircumcis'd Jews, 
FromG7bbet and Halter which will be their dues, 

Lib. &c. 


From a Parliament-man rak'd out of theEmbers, 
From Knights that haunt Counters and Lunatick 

[ Members, 
From Presbyt. Januaries, and Papiſt Novembers, 


ib. ed. 


From hugging a Witch and conſulting the Devil, 
From Welch Reprimands which are ſomething 
[ uncivil, 

From the Toych of a Scot to cure the King's-evil, 
| Lib. &c. 


From 
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From the nutinous Clamours of ſuch as raiſe 
[ fears, 

From thoſe that wou'd ſet us together by the 
Ears, 

Who (till for the Shipwrack of VERY. ..... 
| Lib. &xc. 


From RebePjor wrapt up in a Humble Petition, 
From the Crafty Intrignes of a Suttle Politician, 
From a Geneva Divine and a Staffords Þ byſician, 
x Lib, ec. 


From ſerving Great Charles as his Father before, 
And D3s-inheriting of Tork without why or 
[ wherefore, 

And from ſuch as Abſalom has been, or more. 
| Lib. &c. 


From Libelling the Government and Attions of 
| [ Kings, 

From Vindicating Je&aries in Illegal Things, 

_ From Encouraging Fa@zor which Kebell. brings, 

Lib. EXC 


From Myrmuring for ſending the Parliament 
| . [ home, 

From chooſing Fanatichs to (it in their Room, 
That the AGions of Forty may not be an _ 
ib. EXC. 


From 
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From late Triſh Maſſacres by Paptifs done, 
From Seditious Cut-troats which thing is all one, 
From murthering the Father and baniſhing the Son, 

Lib. ec: 


From putting three Towns to the Sword in 
[ Cool Blood, 
From robbing and ſpoiling the Land for its 


[ Good, 

From Cloaking their Crimes by a Warrant from 
| God, 

I ib. exc. 


From ſhrouding all Villanies under the Cauſe, 
From making us happy by giving Sword Laws, 
From Tramplhng o'th Mitre and Crown with 


Applauſe, 
Lib. ec. 


From Hunting the King and abjuring his Race, 
From Cleanſers of Bung holes uſurping his place, 
From Preachess in Tubbs that are void of all 


Grace, 
Lib. ec. 


From Viulcar's Treafons !ate forg'd by the Far, 

From ſtarving of Mice to be Parliament-man, 

From his Copper Face thet outface all things _ 
| Lib. &c- 


From 
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From Unbridling the FaQion the King to dil- 
[ mount, 


From giving for each thing to SubjeQs account, 
From letting P's Domineere as they were wont. 
Lib. exc. 


From Voting Lords uſeleſs and dangerouſly II!!, 
From hanging of Biſhops up for dropping the 


[ Bill, 
From letting Fanaticks have too much of their 
Will, 

Lib. &*c. 
From purging the Houſe to obſtru our free 
[choice, 
From Reſolving the A7zg to Oppoſe with one 
[ Voice, 

From ſuch that at Miſchief do daily rejoyce, 
Lib. &c. 


From all the Seditions that love not the King, 
From ſuch as a Civil War once more would 
[ bring, 
Deliver us good Lord , let each true Subje# ſing, 
| Lib. &&c. 


The 
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The Fanatick Rampant : Or an FleGion at 


Cambridge. 


ſ _ 


NE day l heard a zealous ſhout, 
I then look'd up, and lo the Rout 
Ot Saints were come to Town. 
Who by their Hats right gravely &t, 
And Collar-bands, I gueſs were met 
To cry the Biſhops down. 


But ſee how groſly I did err, 

For they came only to prepare 
Againſt that Codly buſtle. 

And therefore did moſt fervently, 

With Carnal Throats extended cry, 
A Ruſſel, yea, a Ruſſel. 


Some cry'd a Ryſel, ſome again 

Miſtook the Name, and cry d Amer. 
Some with erected Filt, 

Cry'd, O, we 6nd by Revelation, 

That this is He muſt heal the Nation 
And hamſtring AntichrisF. 


At length there comes me a Free-holder, 
With Head inclin'd to the Left Sholder, 
And Circumciſed Hair. 
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Who with his Snout all wet with Snivel, 


And looks enough to (care a Devil, 
Did thus begin his Prayer. 


Lord, if thou doſt thy Saints regard, 
Look on the Keepers of thy Heard, 
Even on thy choſen Ruſſel. 


See but what honour we have done him, 


i75 


And then, thou needs muſt poure upon him, 


Thy bleflings by the Buſhel. 


Thy tender Flock, Lord, he'll not pound 


But doth regard the Poor. 
Lord he hath done more for my Wife 
Than e're I did in all my Life, 

O bleſled Senatour. 


Do thou in time his Worſhip bring, 
To be, to be, a Lordiſh thing 3 
As was his Noble Kin— 
Thou ſeeſt how He alone doth ſtand, 
And hates the great ones of the Land. 
O well doth he begin. 


Then give him Grace Lord not to ceale 

Till he hath broke the Cord of Peace, 
That Girdle of the Whore. 

That we again may ſee that day. 

In which we all may preach and pray. 
And then Fle ask no mote. 


With 


S 


U 
With rhat I ſpy'd an Image fair, 
High mounted 1n his ſtately Chair,” 
I think to mock the Pope. 
Down Brethren to the Gallows gang; 
Said I, he ſhallnot burn, but hang. 
Though [ pay for the Rope. 


Poor Robin's Dream : Or the Viſions of 
| Hell, 


Hen th' charming News had paſſed Cha- 
' ring Croſs, ___ (Horſe, 
And they deposd that would diſmount that 
The Senatours their hated patience forc't, 
As Thames once for Sempronia ſtopt her courle. 
Like Boys that were juſt from a Vineyard ſcar'd, 
All ſtood amaz'd , but ne'er a word was heard. 
But when they found they were purſu'd by none, 
But th' Maſter ſtood only to keep his own. 
They then unto their wonted Pallion flew, 
And (wore they'd prove thoſe Grapes to be 
[ their due, 
Next time they came they'd have their Maſter 
| [ t00 
I'th City. All their ſteady-Heads they tot, 
Lize Wives at Blingſeate, when a good Bar- 
gain's loſt. Ballads 
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| Ballads of grief about the Town they ſent, 
As if they loſt a Loyal Parliament. ; 
Such clam'rous Conſternations, with ſafe Cryes, 
Enough to tear great Jove down from the Skies. 
None daring to confront thoſe Factious Athielts, 
Dreading the ſcand'lous Name they ca}l C harch- 
| | Papiſts. 
ThenI e'nelaid me down upon my Bed, 
Where lundry Contemplations (eiz'd my troub 
[led Head, 
In a trembling Trance I on a ſudden fel}, 
Wherein I ſaw that damned Den call'd Fe/. 
Where tenthouſand Sons, with Legions of black 
[ Fiends, 
Of burning Reb. there they made their Skreens. 
Old No/ and Bradſhaw, Ireton and Fride, 
Burning like Beacons ; on the other (ide. 
Then perjur'd Rogues, drawn up 1n arched 
Rings, (flaming Stings,C 
Their Tongues like Serpents, ſhew'd their 
Thought I, is this the fruit of killing Kings ? 
When that Scene chang'd, methought I clearly 
| [ (aw, 
A ſolemn Conventicle groan out yells of woe. 
Their Hats pinn'd to their heads with fiery nails, 
| Their Ears drawn out as large as Spaniſh Frails. 
Their Eyes like oval Lanthorns ; glowing Rouls, 
| OrflamingF/amboizs from their treach'rous Souls. 
Their Mouths unto their ugly Ears were drawn, 
dprrits froth'd out, like poiſon'd, foul Frog-{pawn. 
N Upon 
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Upon their Backs was writ in Blood, I (ee, 
Damn d for Rebellion and Hypocriſie. 
'Monglt this prodigious and confuſed Throng, 
The Holder forth was called Dr. Tozge 3 + 
Who lo excell'd, Hugh Peters being there, 
That he was forc'd to fall into the Reer. 
Till interpoſed by a Champion ſtout, [liſhRout. 
With flaming Sword made way through th' hel. 
Bedlow. | 
And cry'd to Tongue thou damn'd Orator, 
Thou art the cauſe of — Soul burning here. 
. onge- 
Why what waſt thou when firſt I did thee know? 
But one condemn'd for Robbery by the Law. 
© Bedlow. 
IWhy what waſt thou poor Fool in Forty one? 
But a poor Weaver juſt leapt jrom thy Loom. 
Then ſtept into a Tub to preach Sedition, 
And tookft the Covenant for thy Commiſſion. 
IWhich thou purſu' «i till al] the Rump was ruin'd, 
And Charles return'd, and to his Right reſum'd. 
And then thou mad'ſt a Breech of thy own Month, 
Sworſt back again, but never preachedit Truth, 
And in thy Age, more treach'rous, than in youth: 
Tonge. | 
That cannot be imputed Perjury, 
To ſwear for thoſe that rule by Tyranny. 
Or for any elſe, as Times may turn by fits, 
That's but a Knack ot living by ones Wits. 


But 
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But I ne*er Rob'd upon the King's FHigh-way, 
Nor boaſted on't unto my Friends next day, 
Nor I ne'er feign'd my cit to be a Lord, 
Nor pilfer'd Coyn without the help of Sword, 
Nor ne'er was proved perjur'd by Record. 
Bedlow. | 
Thou damned F'ell- hound, haſt thou now forgot, 
IVho was ſo aFive in the Popiih Plot ? 
Twas Thou that patch't up our Depoſitions, 
And then deliver'd them without Commiſſions. 
Which thou madſt thim pretend he had diſperſt, 
> | Then thou thy ſelf turn'd Tail and was releait. 
| Tet ſtill thou didſt perſevere in thy Sin. 
| Taught Tony and the ret to bring me in. 
To meet you at Cabals, and Foxes-Hall, 
Il here I receiv'd my Leſſons jrom you all. 
Jou taught me what to ſpeak, who to impeach, 
All Loyalists you brought within my reach. 
| | Both Queen and Duke 7! to the Block want == 


Nay—had T liv'd, | muſt bave peacht the K— 
ow who's the cauſe of my Soul's ſuffering & 
0nge. 
| All this I own was Tru” and ten times more, 
But thy black Soul was damned long betore. 
Thou had'(t committed Murther, Theti and Rape, 
; So*twas impoſlble thy Soul thou'd 'icape. 

For had'tt thou liv'd till each true liripg had 
| | twanrg 9, 
Thou then had'ſt ſurely been both damn'd and 

hang'd. 
| N 2 . Bed. 
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Bedlow. 
Thou ſplay-month'd Tiend,T hold thy words in ſcorn, 
Thou dejery dit hanging long ere ] was born. 
Thon and thy Brother Baxter , Spawns of Evil, 
W ho kept your correſpondence with the Devil. 
And ſp2w'd your poyſon over Three brave Nations, 
ind brought in Oates to all their Deſolations. 
The Devil tanght you how to tutor Cooper, 
And Belzebub himſclf his Over-looker. 
One Faw upon the Tap bolds in the Bung, 
The other guides his tottering Head ana Tongue. 
And cryes, My Tony thou ſhalt live to ſee 
England” Deſtrufion, and its Monarchy, 
And my chief Engine, Tony, thou ſhalt bes 
nd of all the Plots and Sham-p. thou art Father, 
And all the Fiidence thou'$t patcht together ; 
. For which Indulgence T le inſpire thee ſtill, 
And thus the Devil helps old Matchiavel. 
Tonge. 
Why ? Tony was the cauſe of my Damnation, 
It was lis malice that enflam'd the Nation. 
'F'was He, under pretence of doing good, 
That {queez'd poor Innocents,and broach'd their 
[ blood, 
'Twas He that made his Grace a (talking Horle, 
And hid himſelf behind his pocky Arle. 
'Twas He that taught Tub-Preachers to ſeduce 
The People, to chooſe Membes for their uſe. 
Such as in the late Rebellion play'd their parts, 


And now are downright /ampers in their _ 
: | 2 


| 
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To all the Olzvarians that are living, 
His damned Documents he 1s daily giving. 
'Tis He that all the Rebels now controuls, 
For fear they ſhould 1epent and ſave their Souls. 
Or rather that they may come boldly on, 
By force of Arms to end what he begun. 
Or elſe his head muſt fly for what is paſt, 
And's Tap mult burſt, to ſhew his Soul is curlt. 
Bedlow. | 
For Godfrey's death, 'twas thou perſwadedt me 
To come in Guilty; that black 'Ferjury 
Doth gnaw my Soul in theſe Infernal Flames, } 
That guiltleſs Blood cryes Vengeance through my' 
| veins, 
And ſhowrs upon me in perpetual ſtreams. 
] ſwore that of that murther I did know 
A Man that in my life I never ſaw, 
Jet three mens Lives I took by perjur'd I aw. C 
onge- 
Tony and Godjrey's Rae. that contriv'd, 
To make the forged Zlot the more believ'd. 
The truth of which they never yet would tell, 
Neither Oates, nor us that're now in Hcll. 
If eer that ſtifled Murther be unvail'd, 
Old Tozy's mouthing Gang will ſoon be quail'd, 
And thoſe Cabals which daily now deviſe, 
As th' old one dyes, to make new Plots to riſe. 
They'l then diſperſe, leſt they all be trepann'd, 
And their wiſe heads forſake their ſouls that's 
damn'd, . 
N 3 . Bedlow 
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Bedlow. 
Thou now' ſpeak ſt like a Subje&® when tis too late, 
Or one that knew not what they would be at. 
"Tis their ambition to be thrown in Goals, 
*Twould raiſe the Rout if Habeas Corpus fails. 
Then 1 on) 'l grieve. and prog about for ( oin, 
T encourage his poſſeſſed Herd of Swine. 
T urk in his hole to ſec em fFand Tail to Tail, 
But ner come out, till be finds who'l prevail. 
Wo Tone. 
When he was young he never durſt to fight, 
But in malicious milchict took delight. 
For when the Nation flow'd with Blood before, 
Tony was always thirſting after more. [ him, 
How many thouſand Pound this Flot has coſt 
| To buy the bloods of thoſe that never cro(t him? 
When he has got poor Innocents condemn'd, 
By his patch't Evidence, how eagerly he'l ſend 
To thoſe that have moſt int'reſt inthe Rout? 2 
He'l hire them t'come to force the Priſoners 
To lee them lacrifis'd before his Snout. rout 
Which they'l ſoon do, or elſe break down their 
hold; 
For why are Toxey's Cattle bought and NY ? 
While they are butchering , old Tony flears, 
For more (uch Bargains ſmells with both his ears, 
Toney hir'd Arn—tor to cut's own Throat, 
Arn—was cunning did but half the Joke. 
Yet kept his Money and remain'd his Debter, 
And promis'd him the Lives of ſome were _ 
Tho' 
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Tho Tony's fides have ſeveral Teer of holes, 

He Juſts after Bodies as the Devil after Souls. 

For it eer this Trade of Papi#-hanging'sended,. 

he'll bring 1n Presbyter and Independent. 

Both Care and (xrtzs, Smith and pillor'd Per, 

After the beſt, he'] hang the worſt of men. 

All that his Pate hath drawn in to ſupport him, 

He'll hang them all, if Fate do ever thwart him. 

Both Lords and Evidence that's now for him, 

Nay perhaps his Grace who now he's making K. 

Or thoſe who all this proſecution commence; 

He can hang them with the ſame Fvidence. 

Should he have liv'd till fuch a Change broke 

To (ave himſelf he would have hang'd us both. * 

He's ſuch a Knave, and They ſuch filly Elves, 

When he has a mind, he'l make 'em hang them- 
Bedlow. | {c]ves. 

Heart, Blood and Wounds, would be have hang'd up 

Oh that my /.ady Mother did but know { Bedlow? 


That curſed ( annibal £ had I liv/d two years longer, 

I'de have hang'd him that rotten damn d Whore- 

Let's out of Fiell, the Porter we can bribe, [ monger. 

We'll bring him Tony's Soul , or ſome of that 
[ damn'd Tribe. 


Nell tell the King that Tony 3s the cauſe, 

Of all this lotting, and ſubverting Laws. 

That Tony 3s ſo treacherous, and ſo apiſh, 

That he's the Head of all the plotting Papiſts. 

For 'twas his Plot, and none but be contri d +t, 
And he's the Kogue that ever ſince reviv'd it: 


N + Each 
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Each Priſon round the Town he ſearches duly 


For Ewidence to reeommend toRowly. 

But takes ſuch pains to teach each tothers ( hapter, 

As « man to make a Spaniel Nog a Setter. 

Which muſt impeach Bifhop and Judges too, 

And all that for the King withitand his Crew. 

The Conrtiers be corrupts till they're diſcarded, 

Then by bis Tribe for him they muſt be guarded. 

While he fits at the Helm to guide Sedition, 

All legal Laws he counts meer Superſtition. 

He ſits environ'd round with Brother-Vipers, 

Who imitates his Nods like Scotch Bag-pipers. 

Pendent and Biter, aud Mare-frigging Quaker, 

Keep time, Tony, that brave Law Fear-baiter. 

For he united them to ſtand together, 

'Gainſt all that's Lawſul, Loyal, or whatever 

That's diref oppoſition to the ( rown, 

To pull the Biſhop and Monarchy down, 

But he illuſtrates his grave Diſpute, 

By quaint ObjeGions, coyn'd againit the Duke. 

'Gainſi hize bis Þriſiles hath long time ſtood 
[ ſrarling, 

Tet cannot ſpit bis Poyſon beyond Sterling, 

Could he wrench out that Pillar of the State, 

He thinks the reſt would fall in's hands by fate, 

What a graceful Noll old Tony then would 
[ make £ 

ut like a Monkey he'd become the Throne. 

His Ceurt Buffoons and Pugs of the ſame Grann 

Then Tony would be ſure that all's his > 4 
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Could he perſwade the King to ſell his Brother, 
He'd never break bis FPrains 10 find another. 
To keep Sedition and ſupport the State, 
Tony himſelf would be Legitimate. 
| Tet s give the King this Caution, for tis true. 
That he in time may do what's bet to do. 
{ broke, 
With that a thundring noiſe their Contract 
The Den was darkn'd with infernal Smoke, 
Horror of yells and groans the Spirits ſtrains, 
. Till on a ſudden all flaſht out in flames. 
In which she Conventicklers iprawling cry'd, 
For all Eternity muſt this abide ? ['em, 
| With that a ſhower of Blood fel] down upon 
In which they ſpew'd & ſtunk like Reb. dam'em 
For 'twas the blood of Innocents they'd drawn, 
When they liv'd here, to make theK. their own. 
Some of the Heads were hang'd up by the Tong. 
The reſt the Devils pitch about with Prongues- 
To make way for approaching great Procefſion, 
Which howl'd & roard without an Intermiſſion. 
Their Tongues hung out with Froth like lathe- 
[ ring Soap, 
Theſe were the Rabble burning of the Pope. 
'Mong(t whom were Curtis, Harris. Smith & Care, 
The Scene was jult like that at Temple-bar. 
Both Pope and Pageants, Jeffreys and the Friers, 
Of theſe thatdid ſupport them and the Rour, 
But there they roar'd, & here they us'd to ſhout. 


Both 
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Both Squibs and ( rackers from their months did fly 
*Gainſt Church and State,they belcht out Blaſpemy. 
Their Skins were vail d with City-Mercuries, 
Seditious Libels and their forged Lyes. 

IW hich taking fire at once made ſuch a ſmother, 
Down fell the Pageants, Rout, and all together 
Nid ſprawl, and howl in that infernal Flame, 
Then | awak'd, and all was but a Dream. 


A DIALOGUE betwixt the Devil and 
che W hrgs. 


Now, Reader, tell me, if you can, 
Which is the Devil, who the Man ; 
For if a Tekelite be a Turk, 

They beth do (All) the Devils Work. 


IWhigs. [ invent, 
E have purſu'd thuſe Plots thou didit 
And made our Parties in a Parliament, 
And to no purpoſe, what can we do more ? 
Thou let'it the Torzes in, yet keep'ſt the Door. 
Devil. 
WI hen ought doth not ſucceed, you firſt blame Me, 
Among t your ſelves Te never did agree : 
Tour Wiles falle-E rethren have undone your Cauſe, 
And from no SubjeFs, ſiav'd you to the Laws, 
| [higs, 


POEM 186 } 


IT higs. 
We know no Laws but thoſe our Selves do make 
And Hanging ne're confeſs (All) for Thy ſ#ke : 
Thou know'lt what we have done, and more 
| [would do, 
But deal'{t with us, as W itches, and leav'lt us lo. 
Devil. 

My Power is to Incline, not to (ompell, 

Tou are the Viniſters to Act for Hell ; 

But do not ſend me thoſe T did exo 
Throngh your baſe ( owardiſe, or Fools negle@. 

igs. 
Can We do more than Thou ; Hekilld iz KING. 
And his Beſt Subjects did to Judgement bring : 
We lent them hence, when they were under 
[ Ground, 

We thought all Fleſh, was in the Devil's Pound. 
| Devil. 
Ton ſpeak as you believe, were it nt ſo, 
Thouſands of you might unto Fieaven go z 
Put Tour Allociation with Me ? 
Will keep ws Friends to all Eternity, 

And never be reproach'd 7 Perjury. « 
IWh 


Thou the firſt Rebe], rught tus to Rell, 
Surely Thou need'(t no Company in Hei]. 

Thou ſhamd'ſt Us in Contriving of this Plot, 
That GOD himſelf would overſee the Blot, c 
Becauſe that in his Name 1t was Begot. 


Devil. 


| 
Ut 
[ 
j 
| 
| 
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Devil. 
There is a Bard as flrange as is his Name, 
A Power you know not, who hath rais d his Fame, 
'Tis He, whoſe Wiſdom Countermin'd your Arts, 
And on your ſelves —_— your poyſon' d Darts. 


ig. 

That Devil Obſervator, Oh! 'tis He 
We would not ſee (GOD) in His Company : 
Our very Thoughts, He (eem'd to know fo well, 
They were 1n Print, before they were known in 

Devil. [Hell 
His Demon circles Him, I cannot Kill, 
Nor Hurt him, ſo much as to ſhake his Quill, 
He Writes ſuch Truths, and Speaks ſuch Sacred 

{ Things. 

The Churches Champion, and the Guard of Kings 
Though Thou Coxfeſs, Thou canſt not yet Repert 
No more than We;T hen down when we are lent, 
There curſe the Fates,who ſpin ſolong his Thread 
That he will live, to ſee our Children Dead. 

Devil. 
Take Comfort yet, the Blood that You have ſpilt, 
No more Age can paralel your Guilt. 
T did corrupt the Mobile of Heaven. 
Tou did the like on Earth; now Ie are even. 


This Kindneſs T will do 5 Over my Furies, 
Fll zzake Tos Preſidents, Judges, or Juries. 
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A Congratulatory Poem to Sir John More 
Knight, Lord Mayor Ele& of London. 


O ſooner doth the Aged Phenix dye, 

| But kind indulging Natare gives Supply 3 
Sick of her ſolitude (he firlt retires, . 

And on her OIpzcy Death-bed then expires : 

Thus unconcern'd, Sir Patience now declines 

The Sword, and all his Dignities reſigns 3 

Next under God and Royal Charles, 'twas He 

Defended perſecuted Liberty. 

When the fierce fury of the Romwiſh Flood 

Broke out beyond its limits, He withſtood 

The threatning Deluge of the angry Main, 

And forc'd its beating Billows back again 3 

His circum(ſpection ſeaſonably reads 

The dark Intrigues of vain projefting heads : 

He cou'd all Foreign Maladies reſent, | 

And equally 7zteſtive Broils prevent. 

But now, as dying Parents firſt commend 

Their ]//ze to th' tition of a Friend, 

And then, as if their chiefeſt care was paſt, 

Pleas'd with the Settlement, they breath their laſt: 

So he perceiving buſlie Date appear, 

That with a Period will cloſe his year, 

Contentedly reſigns his dying Claim, 

To the Succeſſor of his Charge and Fame ; 

One 
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One whoſe wiſe ConduF knows how to diſpence 

Rigour to Guilt, and help to Innocence. 

Here we the City's wiſe Reſults may (can, 

Their very choice is Metropolitan 3 

So Univerſal] their Elections are, 

That Fngland in the Happineſs doth ſhare. 

On then great Magiſtrate, and, like the Sur, 

Set with the ſplendid Glory you begur, 

Diſperſe ſuch hovering Clouds as wou'd benight, 

And Tzterpoſe themſelves 'twixt Us and /ight 3 

You boldly dare your noble Truſt atteſt, 

Without a baſe perſwading Intereſt. 

When pleaſing Flattery puts on her Charms, 

To take with gentle Arts and fott Alarms, 

Fixt with a gallant Reſolution, You 

Uncaſe the Hypocrite, and bids adieu. 

In this confus'd andill digeſted State, 

Where Plots new Plots, to counter-plot, create, 

Truſting to Reaſons ConduG as your Guide, 

You! leave the threatning Gulphs on either ſides 

And then erect {uch Marks, as may appear, 

To caution others from a Shipwrack there. 

"Tis now reſolv'd, the Romaniſts ſhall fee 

The mean Effects of all their Policy 

The Puritans will but expect in vain, 

Their ious Frauds will gull the Land again: 

| You, like a great Colurmbas, will find out 

| The hidden Þ orlds of deep Intrigues and Doubt, 

' Whilſt to your new Diſcoverics we give 

Our thanks, ſuch worthleſs Preſents as we have. 
| England 
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England nomore of Jcalouſies ſhall know, 

But Halcyon Peace ſhall build, and Plenty flow, 

And the proud Thames, (well'd high, no more 
[ complains, 

But ſmilingly looks on the peaceful Plains ; 

No angry Tempeſt then ſhall curl her Brow, 

Glad to behold revived Commerce grow, 

Whilſt emulous of your Example, We 

Strive who ſhall moſt expreſs their Loyalty - 

No Factions ſhall us from our ſelves divide, 

More than the Sea, from all the World beſide, 

But link'd together in one Chain of Love, 

And with one Spring unanimous well move 


"That, to our Foes regret, it may be ſaid, 
We are again Oze Body, and One Head. 


| The Car-man's Poem, Or, Advice to 4 


Neſt of Scriblers. 


AR-mentarn Poets now, why may notI ? 
Then Horſe, and Cart, and hip, ſtand you 
| three by : 

Nay, butlI lack my Whip to laſh thole Catte, 
That by their Scriblzne bid the Kingdom Pattel. 
Wou'd I cou'd laſh you with ſuch mighty force, 
As I have us'd to laſh my drudging Horle, 


It's 
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It's the dull Satyrs of this envious Age, 

That puts my Fancy in ſo greata rage 

They ſwarm in ev'ry Street, in ev'ry Shop, 

They are the Froth of ev'ry idle Fop. 

He that has nought to do, takes Pen and Ink, 

Calls for ſome Paper, and a Por of Drink, 

And then the Maggot works, and Noddle rings, 

And they'l not ſpare the beſt of Britiſh Kings 3 

Malice, and Pride, and Drink are all agreed, 

Then drive on, Car-man; but none cries, God 
[ ſpeed. 

Their wicked Wit's on wheels, but why lo faſt ? 

I am afraid you'l pay for this at laſt : 

Your head-{trong Fancy mult be curb'd e're long 

The Judge will make you ſing another Song. 

A King's a puny thing in your conceit 3 

And all by reaſon of a ſhallow Pate - 

A Duke's a Trifle, and «)ueen's a Toy 

It's death to you to ſing out Viv" le Roy. 

And a grave Biſhop, or a Jearned Dean, 

You do abhor —_—_ as King and Queen :- 

Judges are next tonothing in your eye, 

So boldly from all Government you fly, 

That with your dirty, frothy, hair-brain'd Pen, 

Youlaſh your Kings,even like our Common men, 

. Touch not the Lords Anointed, it is ſaid; 

But when with Ale and Beer you're muddy made 

When with a little Drizk your heads are warm, 

You touch the King, and do his Prophets harm < 


You 
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You rail, abuſe, contemn, deſpiſe and jeer, 
You laſh them like your Horſes, without fear : 
[t matters not for Senſe, be they but Rhimes, 
Then there is hopes they ſuit with theſe dull. 
[ Times. 
Away they run to Sith, and he corrects them 3 
That's a miltake, he Prints,and he protects them : 
From Friend to Friend they march about the 
[ Street, 
And ev'ry un-Baptiz'd Brother's glad to cet: 
Oh how they ſhrug their Elbows with delight, 
To (ee ſuch dang'rous things appear in fight; 
He's wiſe that's bold, the fitteſt man tor th'Times, 


"| That dare preſume to write the worſt of Rhimes. 


Hang Sence, that's out of faſhion, fo is Reaſon 5 
Come let us ſee you write Sedition, Treaſon, 
Move for a Commonwealth, cry down the King, 
Another Royal Head to th' Block let's bring; 
Rail at the Biſhops, and the Common-Prayer, 
Abule the Papiſts, this is paſt compare : 
Let us beat down all thoſe too Loyal Elves, 
Then we may hope we ſhall ſet up our ſelves. 
This is the Language of the Baptiſt Beaſt, 
The heart of ev'ry Presbyterian Prieſt. 
Did they but fear a God, they'd love a King, 
They ſeldom Harp on ſuch a pleaſant String : 
They make Jong Pray'rs your Houſes to devour, 
They'l pray for halt a day, and preach an hour 
They! Faſt in earneſt; turn up th' white o'th' 
Even like a Paraketto to the Skies: [eys, 
: * F hey I 
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They'l walk demurely, chatter like a Saint, 
Their Language is (o zealous,ſmooth and quainy, 
You wou'd not think that they cou'd a& ought 
ill. 
Much leſs that they their Sover'ign Lord —_ 
| [_kill. 
Give them but pow'r, you'l find them —_ 
[ Cheaters, 
Than old Nol/ Crommwel, or his Chaplain Peters. 
What has our Law no limits for our words ? 
And ſhall our Pens cut like two-edg'd Swords, 
And none regard them? (hall our Libels ſwarm, 
And will no Judge take notice of the harm ? 
Seditious Libtls furely have a Charm, [Arm. 
There's not one Judge that dare put forth his 
Then let our Pamphlets ſwarm about the City, 
Be deaf, and do not (ſhew Conformilts pity ; 
Satyr them unto death, the day's our own, 
Our Judges now we find are weary grown: 
Spare neither King nor SubjeCQt, let all ſhare 
Alike that love the Maſs and Common Prayer : 
Come,drive on, Car.man, ſet thy brains to work, 
And write as if it were againſt the Turk. | Pen, 
'Puddle-dock, Coach-man , hold thy Dung-Cart 
Spurn not againlt ſuch great and pow rtul men; 
They do but let you run to your wits end, 
Now you muſt pay for what you wrote my 
[ Friend. 
Thou that didſt fin againſt both Judge and King, 
And ſtole the Honey, now mult tec} the Sting , 
| 'Iny 


| 


/ 
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Thy Libels now are all upon the File, 

That (warm like Hornets in a pleaſing Iſle. 
Imprimis, anſwer thy Tom Ticklefoot, 

I fear that that will put thee hardly to't : 

Ttem, remember thy late New-years-Gift, 

Thy Neck thou from this Nooſe canlt no way 

Unleſs it from a twiſted Halteribe, [ſhifc 

Unto a wooden Nooſe call'd Pillory : 


| Andthy late Satyr will not be forgotten, 


— 
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When Smith and's Anvil are decay'd and rotten. 

Judgement has Leaden heels, but without doubt 

At the long run 'twill find the Rabble out : 

Then woe be to ye, better you were choak'd, 

Than deal with Judges that you have provok'd 

My life for yours they'l ſtick upon your Skirts, 

And pay you home for all your Jeers and Flirts: 

You and your hireling Scriblers will repent, 

That their Time, and you your Money (pent. 

One witty 7-ffreys, and a ſharp Recorder, 

Will timely bring you all to better order - 

A Pillory will tell us you were Rogues, 

To write againſt a Judge fo juſt as Scroges, 

Whoſe Worth and Judgment, Wit and Juſtice 

[ flies 

With far more Fame , thanks to your Scribling 

[ Lies 
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The Laſt Will and Teftament of Anthony 
King of Poland. 


1Tap is run; then Raxter tell me why 
Should not the good,the great "7% 
dye? 
Grim Death,who lays us all upon our "WE 
Inſtead of Scythe doth now advance bis 4x: 
And I, whoall my life in broils have ſpent, 
Intend at Jaſt to make a Settlement. 

Imprimis, for my Soul (though 1 had thought 
To 've lett that thing, I never minded, out) 
Some do adviſe, for tear of doing wrong, 

To give it him, to whom it doth belong x 
But I, who all Mankind have cheated, now 
Intend likewiſe to cheat the Devil too : 
Therefore T leave my Joul unto my Sox, 

For he, (:s Wiſe men think,) as yet has none. 

Then tor my Poliſh ( rown, that pretty thing, 
Let Mon take't, who longs to be a King; 
His empty Fead (oft Nature did delign 
For (uch a light and airy rown as mine. 

With my Fftate, Ul] tell you how it ſtands, 
Jack Fetch ought thave my Cloaths,the King my 

Item | leave the damn'd Aſſociation | Lands. 
To al! the wiſe diſturbers of the Nation, 


Not 


it 
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Not that I think they'] gain their ends thereby, 

But that they may be hang'd as wel] as I. 
Armftrong (in Marders,and in Whoring $kill'd, 

Whotwenty Baſtards gets for one 1an kill d) 


To theel do bequeath my Brace of /f hores, 


Long kept to draw the humours from my Jores 5 

For you they'll ſerve as well as Szlver-Tap, 

For Women give, and ſometimes cure a Clap. 
H— d my partner in Captivity, 

Falſe tothy God and King, but true to Me, 

Tothee ſome heinous / egacy I'd give, 

But that, I think, thou haſt not Jong to live 3 

Beſides thou'ſt wickedneſs enough in [tore 

To ſerve'thy (elf and twenty thouſand more, 

To thee (young G—y )[ 11 ſome {mall Toy pre- 
For you with any thing may be content, [ (ent, 
Then take the Azife with which I cut my Corns, 
'Twill ſerve to pare and ſharp your Lordſh. Horns, 
That you may rampant M— puſh and gore 


Till he ſhall leave your Houſe , and change his 


[ Whore. 
- On top of Monument let my Head ſtand 7 
It ſelf a Monument, where firſt began 
The Flamethat has endanger'd all the Land. « 
But firſt to Tztzs let my Fars be thrown, 
For he, 'tis thought, will ſhortly have his ow. 
Lleave old Baxter my invenom'd Teeth 
To bite and poiſon all the Biſhops with. 
tem | leave my Tongne to wile Lord N—- 
Tohelp him bring his what-de-call-uns forth, 
O 3 % 'Iwill 
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Twill make his Lordſhip utter Treaſon clear, 
And he in time may ſpeak like Noble Feer. 
My Jquinting F yes let Ignoramas wear, 
That they may this way look, and that way ſwear. 
Let the Cits take my Noſe, becauſe 'tis (ed, 
That by the Noſe I them have always led ; 
But for their f zves I nothing now can ſpare, 
For all my Live's tme they have had their ſhare, 
Let not my Quarters ſtand on City Gate, 
Leſt they new SedFs and / aions do create; 
For certainly the {resbyterian Wenches 
' In Dirt will fall ro Jdolzze my Haunches ; 
But, that I may to my old Friend be Civil, 
Let ſome Witch make them Mummy for the Dev, 
To good King C harles | leave (though faith, 'tis 
A pois'ned Nation, and deluded City, | pity) 
Seditions, Clamours, Murmures, Jealouſies, 
Falſe Oaths, Sham-Stories, and Religious Lies. 
There*s one thing (ſtill, which I had quite forgot, 
To him [ leave the Carcaſs of my # lot, 
In a Conſumption the poor thing doth lie, 
And when I'm gone, twill pine away and die. 
Let Jenkins ina Tub my worth declare 
And let my Life be writ by Harry Care ; 
And if my Bowels in the Earth find room, 
Then let theſe Lines be writ upou their Tomb. 


|. Their Maſter did delight in Blood : 
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An Epitaph upon his Bowels. 


E Mortal IW higs for Death prepare, 
For mighty Tapski's Gxt-s lie here, 

W1ll his great Name keep ſweet, d'y think ! 
For certainly his Jatrals ſtink. 
Alas 'tis but a fooliſh pride 
To ont- ſin all mankind befide, 
When ſuch IUuſtrious Garbage muſt 
Be mingled with the Common duſt. 
Falſe Nature ! That could thus delude 
The Cheater of the Multitude 3 
That put his Toughts upon the Wing, 
And egg 'd himon to be a King, 
Seenow to what an uſe She puts 
His Noble. great and little Guts. 
Tapski, who was a man of Wit, 
Had Guts for other uſes fir, | 
Though Fiddle firings they might not b 
(Becauſe he hated Harmony) 
Yet for Black puddings they were good, 


Of this they ſhould have drankaheir fill 
(King Cyr did not fare fo iN 
Poor Guts could this have been}your hap 
Sheriff Bethel might have got yſnap, 

But now at 7ork his Guts muſt fumble, 
Since you into a hole did tumble. 


os The 
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The Caſe is Alter'd now : Or the Conver- 
ſion of Anthony King of Poland, publi- 
ſhed for ſatisfaftion of the SanGtified ' 
Brethren. 


Vnasa / yor, with his Paws up-rear'd, 
As he would tear in pieces all the Herd : 
So uf Jate d:ys, you Hf higs, as Rampant were: 
An honeſt Toxy ſcarce to (peak did dare. 
Nay, it was almoſt an offcnlive thing 3 - 
TheBell-man ſcarce dar'd cry,God ſave the King] * 
Thou, my dear T:t44, and the Popiſp | lot, 
Did'it fire my Zeal, and make my Head lo hot, 
That then I whiſper'd loud unto the Nation, 
Now, now's the Nick of Time for Reformation. | 
You hufft and heor'd at a mighty rate, 
When *Parliaments of your own Mettle fate; 
As if you had o're-grown the King and Laws, 
And were beginning a New Good Old Cauſe ; 
Eut Remedy 1n Seaſon did appear, 
And ſtop't the Fury of your hot Carrear. 
Thus for a while I danc'd to my own Pipe, 
Till I was grown Aſſociation ripe. 
But then Addreſſes from each County came, 
And Loyalty did toon put out the Flame, 
Then was the time, that Tyburn claim'd his due; 
But had it not for want of juch as You; n 
- ct 
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Yet it bad ſome {mall ſatisfaQion giv'n, 
By the deſerved Death of Traitor Stephen. 
_ Cabals,and Factious Clubs ſo rife were ny: 


And old Reb:Ilious Seed ſo thick were town, 


wW ] hop'd er this the day would be my own. 
5 In ( 9ffe- Houſes you did domineer, 
| Aud pratled Treaſox without Wir or Fear. 
Reaſon and / ogzalty you over-rul'd ; 
| And ſettled Nations, whilſt your Coffee cool'd. 
The point you argued with a (urly Face; 
| And he that did not yield, and give you Place, 
Was term'd by you a Tory, voic of Grace. 
One Houſe , one Town, one Kingdom (carce 


of "| [could hold 
| Tory and Whig, Sir Whig was grown fo boid. 

; For this Recital, Sirs, pray do not blame us, 
| We nce&er bau]k't Juſtice by our Jexoramys. 

= No, no, you meant no Harm, I oft was told ; 


| No more did your Rebelling Sires of old. 
| Thus, tor a while, with FaCtious Rage you burn'd; 
But, Heavn be thank'd, the Scales at laſt are 
[turnd: 
The Wheel, at length, 15 mov'd a little round, 
And its worſt Pieces loweſt to the Ground. 
The State has found a way to cool our Feavors, 
- Quench our new Lights, and curb our ſtrong 
| [Endeavours 5 
And we are taught Complyance with more eaſe, 


To What, and Jhen, and how the King (hall 
pleaſe. 
We 


| 
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Weto your Private Meetings now can come ; | 


And ſeize your Holder forth,and ſend you home ; 
Meet You at Gu:ild-hall,or elſewhere ; and then, 
Help You make Choice of Loyal Honeſt Men. 
The Memory and Name of Moor be bleſt ; 

That Loyal Preſident for all the reſt. 

Let Fa@ion ceaſe, and 7Zoyalty get Ground. 
Till not one '/hrg be in the Nation found : 
Then we'el rejoice, as in the Days of Yore, 
And Salamancka's (hall be known no more. 


The King of Poland's Laſt Speech to his 


Countrey-men. 


Rnow, you hope all once to be 
Great Men of Note and Majelty ; 
tor this our now Supremacy 


Is Nonſence. 
Why ſhould one Man for ever ſway 


LA Sceprter, (who's but made of Clay? ) 


Why may not we our (elves obey 
In Conſcience? 
But now 'tis come, Alas, we ſee, 
That all our Fame turns Infamy : 
Ah! ſuch a thing is Policy 
With Tories. 
The 
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The buzzing Jealoufies and Fears, 
Taro the Peoples liſt'ning Ears, 
For all thoſe many buſie years, 


20J 


Are Stories. 
Since in late Flots w' have gone aſtray, 
'Tis time to look another way, 
And not in ſuch a Caſe delay ; 
"T will harm us. 
No doubt, y'have beard of Forty One, 
Of all the Pranck: that then were done, 
And of the happy Conqueſt won : 
| Let's arm us; 
And play thoſe very Cards agen, 


For all thoſe Antients were but Men 


Five Iſraelites may well beat ten | 
F biliſtines. 
Let's cry Oppreſſion through the Town, 
Oppreſſion of the Court and Gowr, 
And raiſe in Tumult, every Clown 
| To Liſtings. 
We'll firſt expoſe the Laws to Shame, 
And next the Loyal Part defame ; 
If Good or Bad, they'r all the (ame, 
No odds make. 
Yet let Religion be the Word, 
To ſhade Rebe/ion and the Sword ; 
Then play the Divel under board, 
For God s ſake. 


Then 


= 
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Then be not wanting in your Lies 
In Plots and Shams and Forgeries; 
To blind the weak and gazing eyes, 
| With Fables, 
But if you wou'd enjoy the Land, 
Let the dark Romar joyn his Hand, 
He Force and Councel can command 
In Caballs. 
Which though it ſeem as ſtrange as Nile, 
'Tis La wful to unite in Guile ; 
Our Intrelt's ne're the worſe that while, 
| But further, 
For all their Principles are mine ; 
Thejr Tricks to guild a black Deſign ; 
Their Warrant's to unite and joyn 
In Murther. 
What if you were not born to Land, 
Or to be Perſons in Command ; 
*Tis ne'er the worle at ſecond Hand, 
But faſhion, 
Is it not baſe (a Curſe) to ſee, 
When we ſhould live equally, 
Such odds and ſuch Majority's 
Fth' Nation. 
And though we find no fault in State, 
Or any other Potentate ; | 
Yet thoſe great Names will raiſe debate, 
And wrath, Sirs. 


Since 
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Since then twill be ſo good a Feat, 
Let's once (for all) the Work compleat : 
For nothing elſe can make us Great, 

| [n troth, Sirs, 
My Opticks (Friends) almoſt can ſee 
A new form'd Lumpof Anarchy 3 
Whilſt under foot lies Monarchy, 


_ 


And hated, 
Methinks I ſee thoſe very Men, 
] hate and envy once agen, 
From many thouſands unto Ten, 
Abated. 


Ah 1 ſweet Revenge, and bold Ambition, 
Infets both Us, and half the Nation 3 
The Cauſe of Wiſe Aſſociation 
| So lately z 
And well't may plague us all, to ſee 
Some, though no better Men than We, 
To hive in Pomp for Loyalty, 
| So ſtately. 
I knew when once the Good Old Canſe 
Was nam'd aloud with great Applauſe : 
Bleſt times for Liberty ! no Laws, 

To fright all : 
Therefore if once it come to Teſt, 
And we again with Lawrel bleſt, 
The ſtronger (ide mult be the beſt, 

At Whitehall. 


And 
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| * And if all Lords you chance to be, 
Who knows what Hell defigns for me ? 
| We'l make our Lives one Jubilee, 
| / And wonder. 
| So being out of Breath, and ſpent ; 
Alas, ({aid he_) much more is meant. 
Atlaſt (with Pox) he hurrying went, 

| Like Thunder, 


—— ____. 


tet. — 


Fitz-Harris þh1s Farewel to the World : ar 4 
Traytors Fuft Revvard. 


, Arewel great Villain, and unpitied Lye, 
Inſtead of Tears drawn from a tender Eye ; 
1en thouſand Traytors like Fitz: Harris dye. 


Unhumane Monſter, to the World ingrate, 
An Enemy to the King, the Church and State ; 
Had'(t thou been ſtarv'd, 't had been too kind a 

[ Fate. 

His Crimes were horrid, Infamous and baſe, 
Deſerves a total extin& of his Race ; 

Baniſh his Name unto {ome diſmal place. 


What's worſe than injuring Sacred Majc(ty, 

| For which he ſuffered on the Fatal Tree ; 
' Mayall Men ſufter when Rob'd of Loyalry. 
| England 
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England may then be glad, with Triumph ſing, 
When all her Foes are vaniſht with a ſtring 

The Golden Age from Halcion-days will ſpring. 

| { Gull 

Thoſe Wolves that Plot Proteſtant Lambs to 

May Heaven obſtruct the Engines of their Scull ; 

Give them of Tybarx,good Lord,their Belly full. 

[ late, 

 Giddy-headed Youths, have been ſeduc'd of 

Beyond their Wits, talk of the Affairs of State 5 

Obedience learn to avoid Fitz: Harris Fate. 


Thoſe publick Libellers with Zeal and Heat, 
With ſome unheard of Novelty daily treat 
If they write falſly , tie them from their Meat. 
[ vain, 
Tell tt Ambitious, they 're Fools and ſtrive in 
To undermine a Crown, King ( harles will Raign: 
To be true and honeſt is the ſafeſt Gain, 


I hope to (ee Juſtice at Tybxrn done, 
If ſo, ſome hundreds may have cauſe toruns 
Give them what they, deſerve , their Thread is 
[ (pun. 
Bid proud Petitioners good Advice approve, 
Make an Addreſs and in one Body move 3 
With all Humility t'gain their Prince's Love. 
© I'de ſooner loſe a Limb, from th Monument 
Endure the worſt of Torments till I dye; [fly, 
Than willingly deſerve myKing's diſpleaſing eye. 
£. ondon 


208 


POEMS. 


London, on thee-a)l flouriſhing joys deſcend, 
Heav'ns bleſs the Government and Governours 

[tothe end 
Unanimous to agree, your Soveraign to defend. 


The Man that burnt Diana's Temple down, 
Did it on purpoſe a Villain to be Crown'd ; 
'Mong(t Rogues (Damn'd Rogues) he got Re- 

| [ nown, 

How many thouſands are there in the Nation, 
Meer Knaves, but Saintsin private Congregation; 
Love Monarchy, with mental Reſervation. 


' The Gods rebuke the Error of the Age, 
Let Moderation Tumultuous men aſlwage 


But bang all thoſe againſt their King engage: 


Let all Diſſenting Brothers love the King, 
To the Church Unite, 'tis a goody thing ; 
With Brethren to agree, and with Te Den (ing. 

4 and Peace, 

Heav'ns bleſs his Majefty, with Plenty, Joy 
To all that love the King Heavens give increale ; 
Confound his Foes to pray I ne'er will ceaſe. 


— Non eſt Lex juſtior ulla 
Ouam Necis Artificis, Arte perire ſua. 


The 
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The laſt and trueſt Diſcovery of the Popiſh- 
Plot , by Rumley , Weſt, and other 
great Patriots of their Countrey. 


Ut Oh! This late Conſpiracy, ſo Dire 
(By Providence prevented by a FIRE, ) 
No Age can parallel 3 ſo Black Deſign 
The fierceſt Furies, (could not place a Mine, ) 
From their dark Caves, to give ſo great a blow, 
And at one Burſt, Three Kingdoms overthrow ! 
Mercileſs Flames we'll now Innocent call, 
Since Fire's al/arm hath preſerv'd Us all ; 
Thrice happy Fire of Providence, whoſe Good 
Was Bon-fire for the ſaving Rozal Blood ; 
Heav'n forc'd their Safety, drove them from 
ps [ that place, 
That they might live to ſee a longer Race. 
What deſperate deſpairing damned Crew 
Would Fell the Royal Oaks, plant curſed Zew? 
Did $haftsbury deſcend into the Pit, . 
And Fluto's Treſfident of V2r doth fit ? 
Are Sheriff, Juries, and his perjur' d Slaves, 
 Allfilent Now, as they were in their Graves ? 
No; Thou retain'ſt thy Counſel at the Bar, 
And | Good-enongh)]to make a (oil War : 
Tho thou canſt not return, haſt none to ſend ? 
Marder and Treaſon thou haſt left thy Friend : 
- F Thy 
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Thy Breath, O Pritifſh ScyPa, ſtillremains, 

Whoſe Poxſon ftagnates your ij] Livers Veins; 

Thou damn'd Fchitophel, counttledft a Vote, 

It the KING dv'd, to cut the apiſts Throat; 

Nay, it a Houle by accident «a4 tii'd, 

Fron Them mult Reporation be requi'd. 

Impoſture- Hy poctites 1nvent a 7 los, 

Deceive the Mutilce, and League the Scot, 

Then Loyal Innocents they guilty bring 3 

Reſerve the Hnnoar yet to K7!! the KING. 

The Comets blaze, and the Poricnts, you, know, 

Did fignifie the Nations Overthrow: ; 

And You the Miniſters of Fate muſt be, 

The Hangamen- Murderers of ROYALTY. 

No, Paracides, though you pervert the ſence, 

Heaven is not pleas'd till you are hang'd from 
[ hence : 

The Stars diſcover your dark *Flots below, 

Your Malice would make Heav'n Guilty too : 

Juſt like old Sater, when he did Rebel; 

He once was good, You never 3 mend in Hell, 

Since none but You could ever claim a Right 

By horrid Murder to Eternal Night : 

Rid you ſucceeded. Oh what Scas of Blood 

{12d drown'd the World , and made a ſecond 
[ Flood! 

The Horrible Events no Man can think, 

Blood-thiſlty men, with drinking, thirſt for drink: 

Nothing bur Dc ath can quench their Furious 

No Plotnor Parliament his AGs repeal : | Zeal; 

Thoſe 
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Thoſe Lies, confirm'd by Oaths and: Trpudence, 
Were once believ'd by Men of foundeſt ſence © _ 
This the deciding Plot 'twixt Heav'n and Hell, 
(Though you repent not) (hall confeſs you fell 5 
[ utifer-like, you curs'd Aſſociates [ Fates. 
Thought your (elves ſtrong enough againit the 
But Providence appears,the Fjends throw down, 
And once again the Royal Ooak docs Crown - 
How Guilt doth tremble now! How, hide and flic! 
The Innocetits ſtood ſtill, un-calt'd, to die - 
Down with your PZ/lzr, there in Rubbiſh he, 
The Pyramid of Truth's above the Skie - 
The Sacred Monuments of Wiſe and Good 
Are waſh'd away from hence, like Noah's Flood 
But true Tradition ſhall never die, 
But Bloonting ſtil] to all Ercraity, 
Let all our Prayers, incensd by true Zeal, 
Defend us from Fanatich Commonmweal. | 
Devils believe, and (when compell'd) confeſs, 
Yet Devils (till ; Our Criminals noleſs - 
Not like true Penitents, confels all fin, 
They hide the worſt, the Devil's (till within 3 
What the Scotch-Ihig dares not,thele Rebels do, 
Both Will and A& into Damnation go, 
Whilſt we with Prayers, Offerings of Praiſe, 
Send our Thank(pivings up for theſe palt days : 
Our days were almoſt ſpent ; one minute —_— 
Had made Three Kingd. like a C ommon- Shore, 
Run down with Royal Blood of Purple Gore. ) 
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Infinite mercy, (wonderfully ſhown) 

Preſerve the Royal Elood upon the Throne 
And that we may have Bleſlings, when we ſing, 
Glory to G O D, Peace, Fealth unto the King, 


— —— 


Poems, written by the Right Honourabh 


Henry Lord Arundel of Warder , and 
Count of the ſacred Roman Empire, 
whilſt Priſoner in the Tower. 


I. 


A Valedidion to. the WORLD 


Ence all ye Viſions of the Worlds delight, 
You treach'rous Dreams of our deluded 
[ ſence, 
Paſiion too long hath feiz'd on Reaſons Right, 
And play'd the Tyrant in her own defence : 
Her flatt'iving Fancies huarri'd me abour. 
To ſeek content which I could ne'er find out. 
If any pleaſure did ſlide o'er my ſence, 
It left a mark of ſhame when it went thence, 
And when polleſt, it reliſhed no more ; 
AndI1 remain'd as Thirſty as before : 
Thoſe pleaſant Charms that did my heart ſeduce 
Seem'd great purſu'd, but lefs'ned in the Ute ; F 
| An 
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And that falſe Flame that kindled my Deſire, 
Eer I could Taſte, the Pleaſure didexpire. 

But Reaſon now ſhall re-poſſefs her Throne, . 
And Grace reſtore what Nature had vferthrown, 
My Better Genizs prompts me to declare 

Againſt thoſe Follies, and to fide with Her - 
She tells me 'tis high time to ftemm that Tide, 
Whoſe Torrent doth us from our (clves divide. 
Thoſe Brutal Paſſions do un-man our Mind, 
And rule, where Virtue had them Slaves defign'd. 
Such Uſurpation ſhal} prevail no more, 

I will to Reaſon her juſt Rights reſtore : 

And make my Rebel Heart that Duty pay 


To Her, which to my Sence was caſt away. 


But this(dear Lord )muſt be Thy work,not mine, 
Thy Grace muſt finiſh what I but deſign : 

It is Thy Pow'r alone that firſt doth Move, 
Then give Us Strength to Exc<cute and Love. 
For Nature hath by Cuſtom fo prevail'd, 

And ſuch Dominion o'er our Sence entail'd, 
That we can never hope but by Thy Hand 

To free our Captive Souls from her Command. 
That fatal Liberty which for our Good 

Thou gav'ſt us, was ill us'd, worſe underſtood. 
Men made by Reaſon, not like Beaſts, r obey, 


| Loſing that Reaſon, prove more Beaſts than they; 


And ſure they loſe it , when they do diſpence 
With their known Duty, to delight the Sence. 
Since then thy Bounty doth my Heart inſpire, 


| 
| Make me to Do, as well as to Dclire : 
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Set (o my warring Heart from Paſſions free, - 
That it may ne'er love any thing but Thee, 
By thy ſweet force my Stubborn heart incline 
To quit my Condu&, and to follow Thine : 
So (hall my Soul by double Conqueſt prove, 
Bought by thy Blood , and conquer'd by thy 
| | [Love | 


I I. 


Perfecution no Loſs+ 


Hat can we loſe for him,when all we have 
Are but the Favours which his Bounty * 
| [ gave; 
And which, when Lofles force us to reſtore, | 
God only takes em for to give us more - 
And by an happy Change doth kindly prove, 
He takes our Fortunes but to give us Love. 
How vainly ſhould that Beggar chide his Fate, 
Who quits k1s Dung-hill for a Chair of State; 
So fares it with us, when God doth diſplace 
The Gitts of Fortune,for the Gifts of Grace. 
God on Sufferings ſet ſo high Eſtecm, 
He that way choſe the loſt World to Redeem: 
And when his Love and Nature were at (trife, 
He valu'd more his Sufferings than his Life. 
And ſhall Opinion have more pow'r to move | 
Than his Example, Dodrine, or his Love! 
Love makes Atflictions pleaſing z to complain, 
LefTens our Mczit, and augments the _ 
; ets 
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Let's humbly then ſubmit to his Deſign, 

' Andpive that freely which we mult reſign : 
» | So ſhall our Lofles prove the belt Increaſe 
Of jurure Glory, and our preſent Peece, 


=—— | bich grant for thy t aſſam. 


ve, | Il 


On thoſe Words of the F ſalm, 
God chaftizeth whom he loveth, 


F then the Earneſt of thy Favours be 

Ve  EffliSions, good God, let 'em hght on me. 

nty | Hilglory morein jucha kind Diſtrels, 

| Thanin all Comtorts where thy Love is leſs. 
And by my Vilſery Ill make it known 

_ Inſpite 6th World, how much I am Thy own 3 
No fruitful Showr's (hall by the thnifting Plant 
Be kindlier entertain'd than Scorn and Want. 

ec, | OrLols of Honour, Fortune or Delight 

e: | Shallbe by me; Thar which did once affright, 

And hill'd my troubled Mind with Care andGrief, 

Shall be my future Comfort and Relick. 

.Inever more wili caurt a {miling Fate 

-m: | Since he's ſo happy, that is deſolate. 

e, | AttiiQtions ſhall be pleaſing, ſince they come 

Like friendly ſhow'rs to ſend us ſooner home. 

e | Andbythy love, ſuch Charms are in 'em tound 

As curethe Heart; which they intend to woundz 

0, Such ſtrange Effects doth Grace in us produce ; 

Tochange as well their Nature, as their Ute. 
&t's F4. . I V. 
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I'V. 


Conſiderations before the Crucifix. 


Hen I behold Thee on that Fatal Tree 
(Sweet Jeſu) Suffering, and that 'tis for 
When I con(ider in that Purple Flood Þ { me; 
Myv Sins ebb out, but with thy Life and Blood ; 
When I refle& how dear my Soul hath colt, 
I'm mov'd to wiſh it rather had been loſt ; 
For how can that Life pleaſe that doth deſtroy 
The Life of tim, by whom we Life enjoy. 
And yet to wiſh thou hadſt not ſuffer'd fo, 
Were to condemn thy Love and Wiſdom too ; 
For if we joy in what thy Death bath brought, | 
We muſt allow the pains with which 'twas 
[ bought ; 
So both our Life and Death unitedly, 
Nature's Lite is to have her Maker die. 
It is thy will (de:r Lord) muſt be obey'd, 
And in that Duty both theſe Debts are payd, 
O let my Soul, in a due meaſure, find 
A Joy becoming, and a mourning Mind 3 
A Joy in thy kind Will, ev'n whilſt it made 
Sun-(ſhine in Nature by thy God-head's ſhade, 
A grief to {eu the Forments Sin did merit, | 
And Man deſery'd, God thould himſelf inherit, ! 
That thys diyided 'twixt thy Pain and Will, | 
We may refign with Joy, and yet grieve ſtill. 
EC Pb 0 | Uniting 


Uniting ſo theſe Trophies of thy Love, 
That weeping here, we may rejoyce above. 


V. 
, Upon the Pains of Hell. 
or h 
e; Reſtleſs Groans ! O ſloathful Tears ! 
d; O: vain Deſires of fruitleſs Tears ! 


One timely Sigh had eas'd that Flame, 

Which Millions now do ſeek in vain, 

Y Eternal Penance now's thy Fate, 

For having wept and figh'd too late - 

| That ſhort remorſe that thou didſt flie, 

Is chang'd into Eternity | 

L Neglected Mercy hath no room, 

w_ When Juſtice once has fixt his Doom. 
Prevent them timely by thy Care, 

That endleſs Penance of Deſpair ; 

Then weep betimes, your Tears here may 

Turn Night into Eternal Day ; 

It's only they have power to move, 

And turn God's Bleſſing into Love 3 

If by the Virtue of his Grace, 

Thou ſheweſt them a proper place z 

Which grant we may for Chriſt's ſake. 
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"Majeſty in Miſery : Or an Imploration to 
the KING of Kings ; Written by His 
late Majeſty King CHARLES the 
Firſt in hu durance at Carisbroke Caſtle, 
1648. 


Reat Monarch of the World, from whoſe 


Arm ſprings 


. The Potency and *Fower of Kings, 


| Record the Royal Woe, My Sufferings, 
Hnd teach my Tongue that ever did confine 


14 -Trs Faculties in Truth's Seraphick, Line, 


To track the Treafons of Thy Foes and Mine. 


Nature and Law by Thy Divine Decree, 


(The only Work of Righteous Loyalty, ) 
With this dim Diadem inveſted Me. 


With it the ſacred Scepter, purple Robe, 
Thy holy Unction, and the Royal Globe, 
Tet 1 am levelld with the Life of Job- 


The fierceft Furies that do daily tread, 

Upon My Grief, My Gray Diſcrowned Head, 

Are thoſe that owe My Bounty for their m_ 
hey 
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They raiſe a War, and ( briſten It the CAUSE, 
IWhilit Sacrilegious Perſons have Applauſe, 
Plunder ad Murther are the Kingdom's Laws. 


Tyranny bears the Title of Taxation, 
— and Robery are Reformation. 
Oppreſlion gains the name of Sequeltration. 


My Loyal Subject, who in this bad Seaſon | 
Attended we, (by the Law of God and Reaſon ) 
They dare Impeach, and puniſh for High- Treaſon.” 


Next at the Clergy do their Faries frown, 

ious Epilcopacy muſt go down, 

They will deftroy the Crozicr and the "= F 
| reed, 

Church-men are chain'd , and NN are 

Mechanicks preach , and Holy Fathers bleed, 

. The Crown # crucified with the Creed. 


The ( hurch of England does all Faction foiter, 
The Pulpit is »ſurpt by each Impoſter, 
Ex tempore excludes the Pater Nolter. 


The Presbyter and Independent's Jeed, 
Springs from broad blades to make Religion bleed, 
Herod and Pontius Pilate are agreed. 


The Corner Stone's miſplac'd by every F avier, 
With ſuch « bloody Method and Behaviour, 
Their Anceſtors did crucifie our Saviour. My 


220 POEMS. 
Ay Royal Conſort from whoſe Fruitful Womb, 
So many Princes legally have come, 


Ts forcd in Pilgrimage to ſeek, a Tomb. 


Great Britain's Feir is forced into France, 
Whilit on his Father's Head hjs Foes advance, 
Poor Child! He weeps ont his Tyheritgnce. 


With My own Power My Majeſty they wound, 
Tn the Ring's Name the King Himpelf's uncrownd, 
So doth the Duſt deftroy the Diamond. 


With Propoſitions daily they inchant, 
hy eoples Fars, ſuch as due Reaſon daunt, 
And the Almighty will aot let Me grant. 


They promiſe to ere? My Royal Stem. 
to make Me Great, t advance my Diadem, 
If I will firſt fall down and Worſhip | hem. 


Put for Refuſal they devour My Thrones, 
Diſtreſs My Children, and d:ftroy My Bones, 
T jear they ll force Me to make Bread of Stones, 


My Life they prize at ſuch a ſlender Rate, 
That in My Abſence they draw Bills of Hate, 
To prove the KING a Traitgy to the State. 


| . Felons attain more Priviledge than TI, 


They are allowd to Anſwer eer they dye; 
"Tis Death to Me to ask the Reaſon why. But 
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But Sacred Saviour, with Thy Words 1 woo 
Thee to forgive, and not be bitter to 


Such as Thou kaow'ft do not know what they do. 


For ſince they from the LORD are ſo 4isjoynted, 
As t0 contemn the Edift He appointed, 
Flow can they prize the Power of his Anointed ? 


Augment My Patience, »»Uifie My Hate, 
Preſerve My Iſſue, and inſpire My Mate, 
Tet though We periſh, bleſs this Church and State. 


Vota dabunt que Bella negarunt. 


Interrogatories : Or a Dialogue between 


WHIG and TORT. 


Whig. Hat is term'd Popery? 

Tory. To Depoſe a King. 
7. What's true Presbytery ? 
T. To Athe Thing. [tion? 
W. What's our beſt way to thorough Retorma- 
T. By Lies and Fables to embroil the Nation. 
IW. Of Sin, what's greateſt? T. Perjury. 
I. What then of Perjuries the worlt ? 

T. By Hired Men. 

I”. What 


*/ 1 


/ 
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WW. What Hired Perjury doth God moſt abhorr ? 
7. That which Religion {eigns pretences for, 

H”. When doth this Crime portend a Kingdom's 
T7. When countenanc'd 'tis Epidemical. | Fa/? 


FT. What follows from degrading a Succeſſor 2 
T. A Right of next Dethroning a 'F ofſeſſor. 
I”. When ſhall free Subjects be.no more oppreſt? 
7. When once they know what 'tis they'd have 
| [ redrelt. 
FF. When ſhall ſweet Concord our loſt Peace re- 
| | [ pair ? 
T. When Covenant agrees with (ommon Prager. 
W. When ſhall the Srethren ceaſe to groan ? 
T, When Fghty Two returns to | orty One. 
{ thing ? 
IW. Of all Mankind , what's the moſt Injur'd 
T7. Fis a French Sabjet, or—— (God ſave King. 


— — 


On the Relief of Vienna , a Hymn for the 
Irue-Proteſtants. 


Enown'd be C briſtian Arm, 
The Twrkiſh W higs be damn'd, 


{ And louſfje Holvel in their Head, 


Who our blze Saints has ſhamm'd. 
II, 


POEMS: 
| I I. 
Theſe are your precious Rogiies [ 
Rather than not Rebel 
Againſt their Lawful Prince, and God, 
They joyn the Devil of Hel, 
| I I E 
Theſe are your True- blue-men, 
Who Perſecution cry, | 
When They, with Julian their old Friend, 
' The ( briftian God defic ! 
\ Þ Vo 
Put he has found an Arm 
To do the Royal Work, 
And vindicate Himſelf , againſt 
True Proteſtant and Turk. 
V 


'Twas a true Chriſtian Prince 
That made him know His pleaſure, 
And taught the Villains what is due 
Both to theirGOD andC.ES AR. 
| V 
God bleſs our good King CHARLES. 
And 7 A M ES, His own dear Brother 
And may they both live long, live long, 


To Sucour one another. 
THI 
God bleſs the King of Poland too, 
And every Chriftian KING, 
The Name is ſacred 3 Hang the Dogs 
Who do not love the Thing. 
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A Narratiroe of the Popiſh Plot , ſhewing 
the cunning Contriwvance thereof. 


The Contents of the Firſt Part. 


How Sir Godfrey is kill d, his Body they hide, 
Which brought out in Chair, a Horleback does 
Flow Jeluits diſgnis'd our Houſes do fire; | ride, 
How ſubtly they Flot.,& the King's death conſpire 
Of divers great [ ords drawn iz to their Bane, 
An Iriſh Army, and Pilgrims from Spain. 


I. 


Ood People 1 pray, give ear unto me, 
A Story ſo ſtrange you have never heen 
Houw the 7eſuit,Devil,and Pepe did agree Pod 
Our State to deſtroy, arid Rel7gion. ſo old : 
To murder our King, 
A moſt horrible thing |! 
But firſt of Sir Godfrey of his Dcath I muſt ſing 3 
For how er they diſguis'd, we plainly can (ee, 
Who murder'd that Knight, no good ( hriftian 
The truth of my ſtory if any man doubt, [ cou'd be. 
W"have witneſſes ready to ſwear it all out. 
I I. 
At Somerſet-houſe, there is plain to be ſeen 
A Gaze which will lead you into the back-C _ ; 
his 
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This place for the Murder molt fitting did ſeems 
For thither much People be freely reſort : 
His Body they toſs'd Y 
From Pillar to Poſt, | 
And ſhifted ſo often, t'had like t have been loſt ; 
To watch with dark lanthorns the Jeſaits did go, 
But no ways diſtruſted our hone(t Pedlow. 
The trath of my ory, &c, 
IE. [take air, 
Leſt ſuch cloſe Contrivements at length ſhould 
When as his dead Pody corrupted did grow, 
They quickly did find an inviſible ( hair, 
And ſet him on Forſe-back to ride at S$o-hoe - 
His owr Sword to th'Hilt, 
To add to their Guilt, [ ſpite 3 
They thruſt through his Body, but no Flood was 
Thave it thought he was kill'd by a Thief they 
| [.d a mean, 
So they left all's Money, and made his Shoes cleart 
' The truth of my ſtory, &c. 
| IV 


To ſhew now th'excels of Jeſuitical Rage, 
They this 7 oyal Cty to ruin would bring, 
Cauſe you Citizens are (o religious and ſage, 
And ever much noted as true to your King : 
T'your Pouſes they go 
With Fire and with Tow, 
Then piſfer your Goods,and "tis well you ſcape (oz 
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Y'have ſeen how they. once ſet the Tows all in 
' _L flame; 
Yet 'tis their beſt Reſuge, if we believe Fame. 
The truth of my Ftory. &C. 
V 


By Bedlow's Narratiqn is ſhown you molt clear, 
How 7eſuits diſguts'd into Houſes will creep; 
Ina Porter's or ( arman's Frock they appear, 
Nay, will not diſdain to cry C himmey. ſweep 3 
Or (e!! you Swall-( ole, 
Then drop in ſome hole 
A Fir-ball, or thruſt it up by a long Pole. 
But I now muſt relate a more tragical thing; 
How theſe Villains conſpir'd to warder our King, 
VI [fu 
At the [F hite- horſe in April was their main Cos 
Where a HT:ting theſe Plotters wickedly frame ; 
The Death of aur Sowv'reign was the reſult, 
To which at leaft Forty-all figned their Name: 
They would not do that 
In the place where they ſat, 
Trulty Oxts muſt convey't from this man to that; 
To make ſure work, by Poiſon the deed mult 
[ be done, 
By a long Dagger, and ſhot from a Gun- 
The truth, &c. 
VII. | 
For fear at St, Omers their Oats might be mils'd, 
* They agreed with a Devil tappear in his place, 


In 


_— 


| 
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Ina Body of Air, (believe if you liſt) 

Which lookt juſt like Oats, and mov'd with the 
*Fcou'd Plot, it cou'd Cant, [ame grace 
Turn eyes like a Saint, 

And of our great DoFor no feature did want : 

Thus hundred did ſwear they ſaw Oates ev'iry 

[ day. 

But true Oates was here,and the Devil ſaw —_ 

The truth, &C. 
VIIL. 

From Father Olzva Commiſhtons did come, 

Toraiſe a great Army much Treaſure is ſpent $ 

The Old Mar did once think to take Poſt from 

| [ Rome, 

For to ride at the Head of them was his intent 

But Beas' was fit 
(Who can deny it ?) [ permit z 
To command in his place, when his Goxt wou'd 
Lard Stafford was proper'lt to truſt with their 

a 
Old Ratcliffto range them in hd " 
The truth, &c. 

IX. [ pleaſe, 

Th' High-Treaſurers place the Lord Powis did 

(Men of deſþ rate Fortunes oft venture too far ;) 

Lord Peters would hazard Fitate, and his Eaſe, 

And Life for the Pope too, in this holy War 3 

Lord Ar'-del, of old 
So war-like and bold, 


| Made choice of a ChanceBors Gowe we aretold ; 
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All theſe did conſpi pire with the Lord C. aſtemain, 

Who now his good Dutcheſs will ne'r catch 

1 he iruth of my Story, &Cc, ws (again, 
N.- 


Great ſtore of wild: Iriſh, both- civiland wile, , 
Dcligned to joyn with the Pilgrims of Spain, 
Many thoufands being ready all in good guile, 
Had vow'd a long'Pilgrimage. over the Main : 
To arm well this Hoſt 
When it came on gur Coaſlt, 
Plack, Pills forty thauland-are (cnt by the Poſt, 
This Army lay privately on the Sea-ſhore, 
And no man eer heard of 'cm ſince or before. 
. The ruth, &c. 


The.S La Part. 


I. 5 [ hear, 


+ He Flt being thus-lubtly contriv'd,as you 
To God knows how many this Secret th 
impart 5 [ fear; 
Some famous tor beats Jet their fajth they dont 
Torie a K'nave tail they had found a new Att: 

They ſwore on a Look, 

And Sacrament took 3 | [ look, 
But you'l find 1& into their grave Authors you 
- To forſwear's no fin {as the Recorder well notes) 
Nor Treaſon, Rebellion, nor cutting of throats. 
The truth, Kc. Il, 


| 
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Still blinded by red: and rev by Hope, 
Store of Arms they provide for Fight-and De- 
[ fence 5 
The T ords muſticommand nice -r0ys of the Pope 
And all over Enzlanil they: raiſe Peter- Pence: 
Theit */*ttery they ſend- | 
By Bedlow their Friend, --- 3 
Or elſe by the Zoft, to ſhew what they mend 
Some bundreds Oats ſaw, which the 7eſuits did 
LI PETE) | write; 
'Tis a wonder! not one of han c'er came tolight. 
The truth, &e. 
HE- | | [(enr, 
Pounds two hundred thouſand they to Jrelaxd 
Fifteen thouſand to 1/akemw.' for Potions & Pills. 
Forty thouſnne) in F:re- -worky we guels that they 


| (penr, 
And at leaſt ten thouſand for ho foreſaid Black | 
Fifteen hundred more | Bills 5 


Grove 1hou'd have, they (wore, 
Four Gentleman Ruffizns. deſer v*d Fourſeore's $ 
Pious Pickering they knew was of Maſſes more 
[ fond, 


And for thirty thouſand they gave him a Bond. 


The truth, &c. 


IV. 
Theſe two, to kill the King by promiſes won, 
Had now watch'd for ſome years in St. Tames s 


Park. 
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And Pickering (who nver yet ſhot off a Gun) 
Was about to take aim, for he had a fair mark ; 
Juſt going to begin't, | 
He miſſed his Flint, 
And lookin Pas, there is no Powder in't ; 
For which he their Pardon did humbly beſeech, 
Yet had thirty good laſhes upon his bare Breech, 
The truth, &c. 
| v. 
But aſadder miſchance to the Plot did befall, 
For Oates their main Exgize fail'd, when it came 
No marvel indeed if he cozen'd them all, tot; 
Who turn'd him a begging, and beat him to boot, | 
He wheeling abour, 
The whole Party did rout. 
And from lurking holes did ferret them out, 
Till running himlelf blind, he one of them: knen, | 
And fainting at C oxzcel, hecould not (wear true. 
The iruth, &C. 
VL [in, 
To (trengthen our Dr. brave Bedlow's brought 
A more credible Witneſs was not above ground; 
He vows and proteſts, whate'er he had been, 
He wou'd not ſwear falſe now for five hundred | 
And why ſhould we fear [pownd : 
They falſly would ſwear, 
To damn their own Sozls and loſe by it here; 
For Oates, who before had no peny in Purle, 
Diſcov'ring the Plot, was 7 hundred pound wotſe 
The truth, &c, | ns] 


*s 
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VII. [ Jayl, 
Two Witneſſes more wefe let looſe from the 


| Though Oze, tis confeſt, did ruz back jrom his 


[ word 3 3 

(1n danger of life a good man may be frail) 
And th' Other they (lander for cheating his £ ord : 

T'each one of theſe men 

The 7eſnits brought ten, [then | 
To diſprove 'em in time and in place, but what 
One Circumſtance lately was ſworn moſt clear, 
By a Man who in hopes has four hundred 4 year. 

The truth, &c, 
VIII. 


Befides 'twas oft urg'd, We muſt always ſuppoſe, 
To murder the K7 ing a great Flot there has been 
And who to contrive it lo likely as thoſe 
Who Murders and Treaſors do hold for no (in? 
Things being thus. plain, . 
To plead was itt vain, - 
The Jury inſtructed again and again, {[done, 
Did find them all Gxilty, and to ſhew 'twas well 
The People gave a Shout tor Victory Won. 
The truth, &c. 
IX. 
"Tis ſtrange how theſe Jeſuts,lo ſubtle and wile, 
Should all by the Pope be ſo baſelytrepann'd, 
Tohang with much comfort when he ſhall ad- 
And go to the Devil too at his command. | vile, 
He may give them leave 
To he and deceive ; 


Q 4. But 
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Put what when the Rope does of Life them be- 
| [ reave ? 
Can his F! inf, think you, diſpenſe with that 
Or by his 1:dulgence raile them again? [pain, 
The truth,'&Cc. 
N. [ pref, 
Yet, like Mad- men of Life a Contempt they ex- 
And of their own happineſs careleſs appear 3 
For Life or for Money not one wou'd confeſs, 
They 4 rather be' Damn'd, than be R3ch and live 
* Bur ſurely'they rav'd, _  [here; 
When God they out-brav'd, [ſav'd, 
And thought to renounce him the way to be 
And with Liey1 in their mouths go to FHeav nina 
"_D {{tring: 
So proſper all Tray tors, 'and God! ſave the King 
The truth of ' my "Story # #4 zny one doubt, 
WH e have Witneſſes ready to ſwear it all out. 


Concordat cum Recordo CL. Par, 
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The third Part. 
Written by a Lady of Quality, 


The Plot 3s vaniſh'd like to a baſhful Sprite, 
Which with falſe flaſhes, T ools could only fright, 
The wiſe, (whoſe clearer Souls can penetrate, ) 
Find's ſhadows drawn befere Intrigues of State. * 
God bleſs our King,the Church, and Nation oo, 
While perjur d Vilaing have what i their due. 


4 F 
He Presbyter has been ſo active of late, 
To twiſt hitaſelf into the Myſter. of State, 
Giving Birthtoa Plot to amuſe the dark World, 
'Till into Confuilon three Kingdoms are.hurl'd ; 
It is ſo long ſince, 
He Murther'd bis *Prince, 
That the unwaty Rabble he hopes to convince, 
With Jingling words that bears little ſence, 
Deluding them with Religiozs pretence. 


Their Scribling Poet is ſuch a dull Sot, 
To blame the poor Devil for hatching the Plot 
The Murther o'th' King, with many things more, 
He talſly would put on the Jeſuits (core: 
* When all that have Eyes, 

Be they fooliſh, or wile, 


May 
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May ſee the ſly Presbyter through his diſguiſe ; 
Their brethren in Scotland has made it well 


{ known, 
By Murthering their Biſhop what fins are their 
IT. [ own. 


The Poet, whoſe ſences are ſomewhat decay'd, 
Takes Joen for a Jeſuit in Maſquerade: | 
His Muſe ran ſo faſt, ſhe ne'er look'd behind her, 
Or clſeto a Woman ſhe would have prov'd kin. 
His fury's fo hot, [ der. 
To Hunt out the Plot, 

That fain he would find it where it 1s not, 
Although I've expos'd it to all that are wile, 
He has ſtifled his Reaſon, and blinded his Eyes. 

| INIT. 
An old Tynis fatuus, who leadgymen aſtray, 
And leaves them i'th the Ditch Yet ſtill keeps his 
In politique head firſt framed this Plot, [ way, 
From whence it deſcended to Presbyter Scot, 

Who quickly took Fire, 

And aſſoon did expire, 
Having grave facious fools their zeal to admire; 
Who for the ſame cauſe wonld freely fly out, 
But Plotting's more ſafer to bring it about. 

V 


Here's one for Religion is ready to fight, [ right; 
That believes not in Chriſt, yet ſwear's he's 1'th 
Tf our Engliſh Church (as he ſays, be a Whore, 
We're ſure 'twas Zack Presbyter did her deflowr; 


He'd 


Ree. 
— He'd fain pull her down, 
\s well as the Crown, 
And proſtitute her to every dull Clown 
To bring in Religion that's fit for the Rabble, 
Whilſt Atheiſm ſerves himſelf that's more able. 


VI. 
A Peſtilent Peer of a levelling Spirit, 
Who only the Sins of his Sire doth inherit ; 
With an unſteady mind, and Chymerical brain, 
Which his broken Fortune doth weakly ſuſtain, 
He lodg'd r th' City 
Like Alderman brave, 
Being fed up with Faoz to which he's a flave 
He never durſt fight, but once for his Whore, 
Which his feeble Courage attempted no more. 
VII, . 
Another with Preaching and Praying wore out, 
Inſpir'd by th' Covenant is grown very ſtout 
Th'old Cauſe to revive it is his deſign, 
Though the fabrick of Monarchy he undermine! 
He tortur'd his Pate, | 
Both early and Jate, [ate 
Fih'Tower, where this Miſchief he hop'd to cre 
But to Countrey dwelling he now doth retire,* | 
To Preach to Domeſticks whilſt they do admire. | 
VIII. k. 
Another with Head both empty and light, 
For the good Old Cane is willing to fight 5 


I'th' | 
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Ith' Choice of fit Members for th' next Parlia- 
| | _ [ ment, 
He ſpit out his zeal to the Rabbles content, 
+ Whilſt his wife in great State A 
Choſe a Duke for her Marte, [ create 
For whoſe ſake a Combuſtion he needs would 
For (ince his Indulgence allows her a Friend, 
He'd make him as great as his Wiſh can extend, 
i IX. ; [cay 
There's one whole fierce Courage is fal'n tode- 
CAt Geneva inſpir'd;) he's much led away ; 
He would ſet upa Cypher inſtead of a King : 
From Presbyter zeal ſuch folly doth ſpring. 
'**  Heonce did betray, 
A whole Town in a day ; 
And ſince did at Sea fly fairly away - 
He had Eetrer ſpin out the reſt of his Thread, 
In making Pot-Guns, which diſturb not his Head. 
X 


Some others, of Fortunes both diſperſt and Low, 
With big (welling Titles do's make a great (how; 
A flexible Prince they would willingly have, 
eThat to Presbyter Subjetts ſhould be a meer 
They'd (et him on's Threne, [ſlav; 
Totumble him down, 
They ſcarn to ſubmit to Scepter and Crownz 
And into Confuſton, or Commonwealth turn, 
A People that haſtens to be nndone. 


POEMS. 227 
If ſuch buſy heads that would ys, confound, 
Were all advanc'd high,or plac'd under ground 3 
W'd honour our King, and live at oureaſe, - - 
And make the dull Presbyter do what we pleaſe, 

. Who has cheated our Eyes, 
With borrow'd diſguiſe, 

Till of all our-Reaſon they'd taken Exciſe ; 
Bur let's from their ſlavery ſtrive to be free, 
And no People can e'er be (o happy as we. 


— 
UTI Inn nrnnnen mms 


Upon the Popiſh Þ L OT. 
Iritten by a Lady of Quality. 


Whether you will like my Song, or like it not, 

It is the down fall of the Popiſh Plot : 

With Chara@ers of Plotters here I ſing, 

Who would deſtroy our good and gracious King - 
Whom God preſerve and give us cauſe to hope 
His Foes will be rewarded with « Rope. 


[. 
Ince Counterfeit Plots has afte&ted this Age. 
x J Being acted by Fools, and contriv'd by the 
STE [ Sage : 
In City, nor Suburbs, no man can be found, 
' But fiighted with Fire-balls, their heads turned 
round, - From 
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From Pulpit to Pot | 
They talk'd of a Plot, [turn'd Sot-: 
Till their Brajns were enflav'd , and each man 
But let's to Reaſon and Juſtice repair, 

And this Poptſh Bugbear will fly iato Air, 
I 


A Politick States-man, of Body unſound, 
Who once in a Tree with the Rabble fet round 
Run Monarchy down with Fanatick Rape, 
And preach'd up Rebellion ithat credulous age ; 
He now 1s at work, 
With the Devil and 7ark, 
Pretending a Plot, under which he doth lurk, 
To humble the Mitre , while he ſquints at the 


[ Crown; 
Till fairly and ſquarely he pulls them both down, 
{l. [ Devil, 


He had found out an Inſtrument fit for the 
Whoſe mind had been train'd up ta all ar; was 
Evil: 

His Fortune ſunk low, and deteſted by many 
Kick'r out at St. Oxxers, not pity'd by any. 

Some Whiſperers fix'd him 

Upon this Deſign, [mine : 
And with promis'd Reward did him counter. 
Though his Tale was ill told,it ſerv'd ro give fire 3 
Deſpisd by the wiie, whilſt fools did admire. 

V 


The next that appear'd,was aFool-hardy Knave, 
Who had ply'd the High. ways,and to Vice was a 
Slave. Being 
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Being fed out of Bask in Priſon forlorn, 

No wonder that Money ſhould make him for- 
He boldly dares fwear, [ſ\worn. 
What men tremble to hear ; 

And learns a falſe Leflon without any fear : 

For when he is out, there's one that's in's place, 

Relieves his invention and quickens his Pace. 


In a Country Priſon another was found, - 
Wha had cheated his Lord of One 1000 pound 3 
He was free'd from's Fetters ta (wear and inform, 
Which very couragiouſly he did perform. 
| To avoid future ſtcife, | 
He takes away Life, 
To ſave poor Proteſtants from Popiſh Knife 3; 
Which anly has Edge to cut a Rogues Ears, 
For abufing the People with needles fears. 
VI. | | 
Another ſtarts up and tells a falſe Tale, [frail : 
Which ſtraight he rovoked his Courage veing 
But to fortifie one that needeth his aid, 
Being tempted with Money , which much doth 
He (wore he knew all [perſwade , 
That contrived the fall, 
Of one, who that day was (een near to [//hitehal: 
Where he by the Treafurers powerful Breath, . 
More likely by far received his Death. 
VII. 
A Gown-man molt grave with Fanatical form, 
With his ſcribbling wit doth blow up this ſtorm - 
| For 
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For Moth-eaten kak he workkion the Devil, 
Being now lodg'd at Court he mult become ciyil 
He hunts all abour, 
And makes a great Rout, 
To find ſome old Prophecy to help him out, ; 
But his friend that was hous'd with him at Fox: 
[.ball, 
Being joyn'd with his Maſter (till ſtrengthens 
VIIE. [em all 
Then comes a crack'd Merchant with his ſhallow 
[ Brain, 
Who firſt did Icad up his ſtigmatiz'd Train - 
He ſince is grown uſeleſs, his Skill being (mall, 
Yet at a deadlitr, he's Ctill at their call, 
He has peſter'd the Preſs, 
In ridiculous dreſs, 
In this ſcribling Age he could not doleſs : 
But to (olittle purpoſe as plainly appears. 


With pen he had as good fate picking his Ears. 


IX. 
Toend with a Prayer, as now 'tis my Lot, 


. Confounded be Plotters, with their Popiſh Plot : 


God bleſs and preſerve our gracious good King, 
That he may ne'er feel the Presbyters [ting : 

As they brought his Father 

With rage to the Block, 
$9 woul:i they extirpate all the whole Stock : 
But with their falſe Plots | hope they will end 
At Tyburn, where the Rabble will {urely attend, 


The 


, 
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The great Delhi of the - London-Whigs | 
for the I of the Charter. _. 


Hen i i190ur < harter (Polexfin) quite loſt ? 
Is thereno Aid from the new fainted Poſt? 
Are our Shazr-plots arid Perjuries all in on ? 
If not, we'll ſummon Patience back ag 
Saints Prayers to Heaven W *bave found will not 
R [ prevail, 
But more Propitious Het will never fail; 
Then let Almighty F178 (for you know) 
He needs'muſt' Bt a Magick DoFor too, 
For how do'von think at Salarmarcha he 
Could take- fuch'an Inviſible Degree, 


- Unknown to-all the Univerſity.  ? 


Let him raiſe upthe once great : 'T apihi's Ghoſt, 

With his Retinue,' all that num'rous Hoſt 

Of brave' Heroick, Spirits, whocould dye 

For Treaſor,--and Rebeljor juttifiec; ' [Laws, 

Amongſt thoſe, Stever coridemn'd by wicked 

The Proto- Martyr forthe aft Good CAUSE. 

Advance you brave Arch-Trait. from the Grave, 

Who made 'Slaves Princes, , and yout Prince a 

[ Slave. 

Bradſhaw and C romuel, thoſe two Glorious 
[Names 

That raiſe dui Treafoh up to Active Flames, 

R Let 


P 4 © a. 

Let theſe Teſernal Worthies then be backt 

By Zimri and the Jury that he padctt ; 

With all the fiery _—_—_— the Town, 
att 


, 04 vi \ [VA \ 


But chiefly our great Patriot-pt Renown, 

To whom we'll give fome pretty Poliſh Crown 

Not that we promi:'d him, for all our Zeal 

Isonly haw.to raiſe a" ame meel. 

With this Cabal weill fool all Equity, 

And gain what, Law has joſt by Pglity. 

Here God-like Tapskie once ſhall ſpeak again, | 

And what he ſpeaks(Ftes ſhall oppoſe in waio 3 ( 
( 
T 


For if Alive he Treaſon taught ſo well, 

What a valt Tragyor nowhe's (chool'din Hell. 
Could Crowwel once by force aflume the Cray, 
And ſha'n't this angry Ghoſt reſeve one Town. 
Sha'n't Iguorawgs, who with no ado 
Could (ave great 7aps&y, fave our Charter too? 5 

But what are only Councels now ? The Courſe V 
That we would take in this Diſtreſs, is Force ; P 
But the AMzlitia gow las, is go ( 

od One, 


'Tis odds to what we had in Nt 
The Saints are all (equeſter'd of their Right, - 
The City gevern'd by a Jebuſite : 

What then ſhould we diſtrefied Rebels do? - 
Is it too late, can't we for Pardgz ſue ? | 
Why Goad King Charles's Clemency may ſpare) ' - 
Tho' we in two Reb. had our ſhare, [Depir | 
Nor need we hang our felves like Judas for) | - 
But let's, like Origen lince other hopes are paſt, || 7. 
Hope the poor-Deyilmay be ſav'd at laſt. ( 


\ 
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A Panegyrick to His Royal Highneſs, upon 
His Majeſties late Declaration ; efþeci- 
ally dravyn from Unio Diſſidentium 
Pag. 2. Part 14. Pag. 3. Part 3. Pag. 
4. Part.z. and 4. 


f NF Juſt King, the Pow'rful Words declare 
Great James. preſtimptive and apparent 
| Heir : 
(The words betoken one and ſelf-fame Thing : 
Though ſome , Them would under diſtin&ion 
[ bring.) 
Such Declaration, Hexry Third of France 
Wiſely made uſe of, when ſome 'gan advance 
Pretenſive Heirs, Fourth Herry to difplace, 
(Alawful Heir, though much remote in Race.) 
Such Declaration by both Kings mult be, 
An AR impulfed by Divine Decree, 
What good effects from firſt of theſe did flow, 
The Gal/ick Chronicles at large do ſhow : 
; Check'd Herry after Care and War became 
Eternally Great in his Fame and Name. 
| Great Duke in this Declarement acquieſce, 
In ſweet Repoſe and Reſtthy (elf poſſeſs. 
This heavenly opening of thy Brothers Breaft, 
(With all dune Reverence be it exprelt, ) c 
Hath likeneſs unto that in Sacred Texr. 
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Save that a Brother's own'd in ſtead of Son, 
What more than this can in the Caſe be done ? 
Who dare henceforth this Kingly A& ainſay, 
Who dare againſt Thy Royal Gighnel bray, 
Surely the Mouths of the tumultuous Crew, 
Are ſtopt,+or elſe to meatis we bid adiew, 
IWhere a King's Word 3, There # Power, 4 (o faith 
The Sacred Writ on which, we. ground our 
Henceforth of juſt neceſſity muſt ceaſe [ Faith.) 
Thole clamors which ſo much diſturb.thy Peace. 
Henceforthno Vo )yage over Britiſh Seas, 
Or cold Retiremem under Scotch Degrees 
Need'{t thou to take, but ſtill abide where Birth 
Thou firſt receiv'd(t, (paling time.in Mirth ) 
By Sovereign belov d, by Friends careſt, 
Rever'd by all, and by the Heavens bleſt, | 
Exactly making good that Expectation,, | 
Of being mighty, Þillar to this Nation : 
A Stay of State, a ſtrong ſupporting Prop, 
Ordain'd to Scale the Point of Honours top : 
Long ſince foretold-of thee as we may ſee 
Atlarge exprelt in day Fatality. 
Nor can'ſt be ſpar'd from Serene Charles his ſide. | 
Being active vigilant, helpful ro Guide 
Afﬀeairs of State by Land as well as Sea ; | 
For laſt of which none. more renown'd can be, | 
Let Arragon her Teſtimonial give, 
And Thy Datch Vittory in fixty five. 
Which FHiggons Mulc hath ſo inſpir'dly ſung, 
Making the Ne _—_ s Heroes chief among. 
None 


\ 
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None may ſo well that gtortous Moxto claim, - 
Of being Terror of the Ocean Main, 
Which Zovwis did for Michael's Knights "= 
As oncea Servant of King Fdward's went *'* 
With Royal Cup his Matter to preſent, 
One foot did trip; being quick he did prevent 
(With tother Legg) the Fall, Godwin of Kent, 
Laughing, ſaid to the King, Ev'n thus one Bro- 
We lee is ready.{till ro help another. { ther 
The Kingreply'd, Juſt ſo might Afred me, 
Bur, at remov 'd by baſe Treachery. 
The Belgich Sheaf 2nd &#ſops Moral Teach, 
Betwixt own Brothers there ſhould beno bre ach. 
The Scripture ſay's, They muſt together dwell, 
Union's their Heaven, Diſurion s their Flell. 
Unworthy are they, whoſoe er they are © 
Fraternal Union to break'that dare. 
Then in deipighr of ſuch as would disjoyn 
Your Perſons, Live together ſays /'lojgne. | lay 
When men are abſent , their back friends dare 
And do thoſe things which le they'd ne'cretlay, 
Divide & impera we miy {Frgliſh make, 
Firſt ſeparate, and then Advantage take. 
Long live Great Prince, who not dclir'{t to lee 
Thy Lieges Funeral Solemnity. 
But guided by an equal and juſt Sou), 
Humbly ſubmit'lt unto Divine controul], 
Nor doſt expect, but ſtay to ſee the Fate, 
Ordain'd above, Sign'd from Eternal Date. 
We read of Louis a Monipenſier Peer. 
Who though his Father had been dead 5; year, 

R 3 Yet 
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Yet took ſuch Grief at ſeeing of his Grave, 

As did ſtreight after him of Life bereave ; 

Even juſt ſo, James we may expe to Dye, 

When Charles (ubmits to mortal Deſtiny : 

God's wondrous band, after a long Exile, 

Ehem hand in hand brought back to Native [ſle, 

When wiſeſt men eſteem'd their ſtate ftorlorn, 

They ſaw them ſtated in the Land where born; 

A ſtrange agreement they bave underwent, 

Sometimes of Bliſs, ſometimes of Diſcontent : 

Why may not then Fraternal Sympathy 

Co-operate todying Harmony ? [ paſt, 

When thinking what they've ſuffer'd in times 

One can't endure the other to out-laſt; 

But as they've liv'd together (o to die, 

May be their Fate ordain'd by God on high ; 

The poſſibility of this is no doubt, 

By various Authors we may make it out. 

Let 'em both live until they have out-done, 

That Age which avid calls a wondrous one : 

That Royal Prophet whoſe AﬀiCtions were 

So great, and with which Jazees his may com- 
[ pare. 

Thoſe Clouds are clear'd , the Sun is. now braſt 

His Brother's Rays incompaſs bim about ; [ out, 

Apollo's Rays , that can alone diſpel] [ Hel); 

All Fumes and Vapours though exbal'd- from 

Thoſe Rays late iſſued fromthe Declaration, 

Forever making Calm agd Still the Nation. 


Abgsr 
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Abs-hinc Athereas ceſſtnt 'volitare pty auras 
(Optatns) placide' Titus atleflb Done, 

Andent-abſentit non4ull3 rodtre fawn, 
(um fuerit pr#ſe ent ori retlufa ttrent 

Eft iltintved cohors.” T)nic thtlite' Comthils efto 
di ſorſan 'fueris Enid ia - 


PF. 


To His Royal Highneſs the Duke. 


Hey' who oppoſt: your' Right 'utito' the 
Crown; | 
Would, had they pow; - pull Monarchy quite: 
down : 

Tisnot, ſo-quahfi'd they! Would have'otie © 

or this, or that Religion, 'on'the Throne'; = 
No, no,we know 'theit minds,they would havep” 

none: 

The menthatlarely kept from (42rle# his due; 
Nbw ptonfife fair to difinherit you; 

They who explode 'yourRight;to make us faves, 
Arenot Preſumptive, but Apparent Knaves : 

By ourDiſſentions they would ſmooth their way 
And from Comenders hope to [natch the prey. 
But fuch men ſeldom in the end can boaſt, | 
They threaten loud; bur ſtilltheir Cauſe is jon 
In ſuch affairs, they' 1 find it io their coſt. 


ks Still 
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Still the old Cheat, Religion is the Cry, 

And made the Ram to batter Monarchy ; 

"Caule they deſerve, ;they fear the ſmarting Rod, 
And moſt'Religioufly diſtruſt their God. | 
Envy at Regal Sway, :(Ah it js fad) + | 


z 


And Zeal miſguided made thoſe Bil/-men mad : 
Theſe took raſh meaſures, and did ill advile ;; 
But without jealouſte or wrong ſurmiſe, : 
The future will prove Loyal, Calm, and Wile, 
To us it cannot but aſſurance bring, 
That a good mancan make as good a King. 
Fattious defign, and'danin'd Plebtian rage, 
Does to no mean degree diſtract the Age, 
And watch the tottxing of our ſettled State. 
But can we ſuch Sheep, ſuch careleſ8Elves, 
Not to.heware the/Wolves among our ſelves ?., 
Thoſe Beaſts of Prey, that lurk in a diſguiſe, 
That weax our sking, ;tis there our danger lies: 
Againſt.their brother-Wolves they raiſe.the cry, 
*Cauſe their Addreſſes are not half ſo flie, 
A Papift ſeems a Papiſt to our ſight, 
But our Fanatick, 'caufe he would not fright, 
Daubs o'er the Devil like a Child of Lighr. 
But Ah! great Sir, where you ſhould fil] Com- 
| | . | mand, 
You, likea Stranger; viſit your own Land; 
You for a moment tantalize our Sight, 
Then, like the abſent S#x you give us night : 
But tis the ready way, we mult confeſs; 
To make us know and prize our Happinels 3 
= Whilſt 
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Whilſt all do-fuffer forthe faulty few, 
England muſt loſe-it Self inlofing You. 
But to Great Britain come——- CH T3230 
May You in higheſt Splendor live, and be 'i- +4 
Happy and ſafe, Great Sir, 'itxy One of Three. 
Sir, may your Right no otherwiſe prove vain, 
Than by the Jength of bur Grear ( harles- his- 
i [Reign. 
We-cannot, Sir, but. prove a happy Nation; 
One bliſs enjoy'd, another in expectation. 
There but remainsthts great Truth in the cloſe; 
Your Virtue 'nd Courage, Sir, the whole world{ 


_— ; 


And y' are born for Conqueſt o'er your Foes. 


245 © 


—_—— ER 


A:Congratulatory Poem upon the happy Ari- 

' val of his Royal Highneſs J AMES 
Duke of York , at London, April.$.. 
16Vk« -+ a1 


; Written by a Perſon of Qualit A 
' ' $i Natura negat, fatit Fxultatio Verſus. 


Ow to be ſilent, or to write in Proſe, ' 

V Were a like Sin, ſuch as I leave to thoſe 
Who either have but dull, unthinking brains, 
Or whoſe bad Arguments enhance their Pains. 

| But 
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But when a Theſis. is prepar'd and fit, 
And nothing wanting but an equal Wit; 
I need no Muſes help to aid me on, | 
When that my Subje& is my Helicon : [| tend, 
Great 1O R XK 1s ſuch, who Him their Theme in- 
Will nothing find ſo hard, as how to End. 
And ſee He comes, my Joyes exceſſive grow, 
Like ſwelling waves each other they oerflow. 
At Tork's Return, ſee Heaven and Nature ſmile, ' 
And gen'ral Gladneſs ſpreads o'er all our lfle - 
The V ales, Hills,and Woods, now deckt,and gay, 
Welcome his Coming in their beſt Array : 
On every Bough the chirping Minſtrels meet, 
In tuneful Notes, the God-like James to greet, 
At his Approach, the Sun new thaws the Earth, 
Who to her laviſh Bounties gives quick Birth ; 
Sure all things, but diſſenting Cztts, accord, 
Fo own Great FAMES for their:next Cd. 
Or a* 
But above All, ſee Sacred Charles deſcends. 
To greet the beſt of Prothers, beſt of Friend: 
His eager Love, impatient of Delay, 
Reſolves to meet Him on his tedious way : 
And now They're met, who can Their Joys re- 
[ veal? 
They iure do only know them, who them fee]. 
Jork's return'd: T' England: what: can fate pre- 
That after this, ſhe can call Diſcontent ? | yent 
That-Noble Conqu'ror is Return'd z Torks He 
Whos the true Favourite of Victory. _ 
(0) 
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Who whatſoever He attempted, wrought 
Event (till gladly lackying his wiſe Thought. 
I challenge thee proudGreece,and prouder Rozee, 
From their firſt Birth, and to their lateſt Tomb ; 
Peruſe your Heroes, read their Actions ore, 
Make what was ſomewhat ,, by Romancing, 
_ [more - 
Add what you can invent, then if you = 
Bring them, yet,if with Tork you:them compare, 
They. ſhall as much that Competition ſhun 
As a weak Taper, yields. to. the bright Sun. 
Which of- Yours Trivmpht for anothers Gains, 
That theirs might be the Profit, his the Pains. _ 
Brave. JA MES has oft for haughty England 
 [fought, 
And for Unthankfal Souls theConqueſt brought, 
For. whilſt at Sea, their. fierceſt Foes He:Quells, 
For His Reward, the Ungrateful Land Rebels. 
Behold, the Nations Curſe, a Plot 18:rais'd, 
The Banter'd\Peaple ſtood a while amaz'd, 
Tho now'ts decry'd., more than, at firſt *twas 
| { Prais'd; 
They find, tho late, that Plots are to th' Preciſe: 
The needful'ſt.things, whether theyre Truth 
or Lyes, [.crifice < 
To- bring in-Commoumealths , and:;Kingsto la 
ButC harles and;Jawes are Heavins chiefelt Care, 
Tho their Bleſt Ezther. periſht. in. their Snare, 
The Gods with his. Soars Lives. that Martyrs loſs 
Repair. 
Bluſh, 
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Bluſh, Bluſh thon Speaker to the Damrn'd Cabal, 
No longer agamſt Tork and Goodneſs yawl, 
No more to FaTjows Clubs thou trait'rous In- 

IT | | [ſed crawl: 
Let thy Rebellious LeFures now be at a ſtand, 
Thou Manuſcript of Treaſor m Short-hand ; 
The Devil's Exchirid:on, being no leſs 
Than the Perfection of all wickedneſs, 

In vain are all the Plots you can deviſe, [ cries 
Too loud the Father's Blood for Vengeance 
Then add not to Damnation if thou'rt wiſe, 
Crouch, Crouch, Dr/ogal Whigs, vunthinking 
Not others Ruine,you your own purſue. [Crew, 
No more by Cropt Ear'd Villains cheated be 
Both of your Senſe , and deareſt Loyalty, 
By Religious Glow-worms, maskt Impiety. 
And Abſalom, thou'piece of T/-placd Beanty, 
As Happy be as Fair, and krow thy Duty. 

For ſomewhat in that Noble Frame [ ſaw, 
Which, or a Father, or a Kizg can awe. 

And ba(ſhfvl Corah do thou leave to ſwear ; 

If not for Law, or Punithments you care, 
At leaſt becauſe thou know'ſtno more, Forbear. 
And you ye Vulgar Fiends, ye Stum of Hel, 
Whofe Grace lics in your Swearing well 3 

Than you Nile's greedyBeaſt more mild appears, 
That whom it kills bemoans them with its tears : 
At laſt in pity to your Jouls give o'er 

Let out yourFounder'd Hackney-Oaths no more: 


Oh! 
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Oh! for the Natious Good, and Publick Peace, 
May this ſtupendious way of Plotting ceaſe 
Burn all Aſſociations you have writ, . . : 
Conſpire no more two Princes Fall, they fit 
Too near to, thunder, and you'll ſure be hit;. 
Brave. Jork unmov'd , your. various llls can bear 
Firm as the Center, Fixt as th' Northern Star., .. 
Since SacredCharles does know him loyal, true, 
With adiſdainful Scorn he laughs to view _ C 
The worſt, the loweſt dregs of Men dare do. 
Go on Diſloyal London, ſtand and fee ,+ 
Your Lawful Prizce murder'd ;» Effigie, : -, ) 
For ſure the ſtroke was aim'd above his Kee. 
Raiſe ſti} your Z##2u/ts, but you'll ſee atlength 
Amew: like, by Falling he'll get ſtrength. 
Hence with all fallow Plats, fuch Juglers blind 
The Fond Chimeras of Phanatick Mincs. 
Now Jork appears, ſee how they ſink away, - 
As frightful Shades yaniſh at ſight-of Day. 
Forth, Forth, all Zoya! Souls, his Coming greet, 
Lay your Hearts low beneath his Royal Feet. 
He comes, he comes,ſure none but Trazitors ſtay, 
When Jork's the word,and a King leads the way. 
Welcom brave Prince, welcom in balmy Reſt 
To them by Pain, and want of Sleep' oppreſt ; - 
Welcom as Health to th' Sick, to Bridegrooms, 
Welcom as to diforder'd Chaos, Light. | Night 5 
Let loudeſt Shouts ſtrait cleave the yielding Air, 
And Bells and Boxfires our valt Joys declare 


Let 


Let Rocks, amd Fills, and Dales, and 4ancing 
| [ Floods, 
Hear our glad Joxrds,who with repeating Noiſe, 
Will helpto dozble our repeated Joys. 
Oh! Glorious Sight! Oh! Miracle of Fate! 
To fee at once Two Princes in their State ; 
As ff Two Smrs did harmleſly apree, 
Not the kind Heavens to Fright, but Beautifie. 
Fill up the Bowls , let Chartes and James go 
[round, 
And to the Vaulted Sky your Clargors formd. 
May Charles's Reign flouriſh m wah and-peace, 
Whilſt 7ork's chief care is both of 'emt' mcreaſe. 
May no Sham-Floats onr Happinefs e'er thwart, 
Or cauſe thefe Royal Brothers eer to part. 
Oh! May They Live and Love, while Streams to 
[th Main 
Their Tribute pay, white Skies do Stars fuftain. 
Having theſe Two what can our Blits deſtroy ? 
My Verſes may have End, but not our Joy. 


To 


To His Royal Highneſs the DUKE, up- 


on hu Arricval, 


Hen You, Great Sir, began to diſappear, 
Y All Loyal Hearts invaded were with 
{ Fear, 
Hope, .only in Scotch Rebels liv'd, who knew, 
Our Courage and our Condud fled in you. 
Pirates and Rebels joyntly did Command, 
Turks prey'd on all by Sea, and Scots by Land. 
The Turks / whone'er (o infolent were grown 
T' approach our Zritzfh-Coaſts, till You were 
| | { gone. 
Though what the Algerines firſt tempted forth, 
Was that which mov'd their Brethren in the 
| { North. 
Both ſaw we were forſaken by that Hand, 
_ Which had with equal Glory once main 
Our Flag at Sea, our Scepter on the Land. 
Brave Cauſes both, worthy the Sword alone 
Of C harles's Brother, and the Martyrs Son. 
What Forceis able with that Arm to fight 
Which pleads a Martyrs vows,a Sov'raigns right ? 
Naw had you left your Brother's Rule, the Land 
And palt thoſe Seas which once You did Com- 
[mand 


Beyond 


o 
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Beyond our Ezgliſh Bounds , thoſe Bounds that 

(were 
To our por ue, none to your Arms appear ,' 
'Where-once your Sword- was . drawn. >... your 


Your Sword muſt (till beyond Our Rule extend, 
Handers at once does Peace and Youreceiye, 7 


Yet theſe alas! like ſeme ill Omens were, 
But Harbihgeti of our apptoacking Fear. 
For He; in; whbm weall an:Iotreſt crave, 
A Brothers You, we thote of /Subje&s have; 
Whole mighty Soul:could not bewell contain 
Within his own Dominion on the Land 
Deſcends, . the Ocean and his Ships to view, 
Which oft engage him in deep Thoughts of you. 
On. your Employment muſing,atd'your Charge, 
Wiſhes in yain; a Sybje&s Soul (b Large. | 
Fit for the Steerage of (o vaſt a Fleet, 
Or near him ar'the'Helme on Land to fit ; 
Who next the Throne might/thine 1n filent Peace 
Orin loud wars, might-Fhunder on the Seas.: 
But fading none, He tecls thelols though hate 
Of ſuch a Limb.new ſever'd from the Stare. 
The fir{t Prince of the Blood now from him gone 
Unguarded on the-Right hand left the Throne. 
For none in Deeds.ſo Great, or Birth ſo High 
His Place in Arms or Councils may ſupply <- 
None may of Right aſcend, they may invade, 
For Princes of the Blood are Born, not Made. 

| Tenjoy 


- Courſe you bend, 


White Foes burPezecdiſturb,andTraffick grieve, 
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Teenjoy their Tirles, arſd potfels their Lot, 
None ever are Elected, but Beg. 
Wanting his fole Support in all bis Ca: 6. 
His Stay in Peace, and his chief Strength {ft War, 
On whom, the King ti} 'm the & 5.(t x Bac Ion nd 
And next the King, on whom we all de;-end. 
Unfate in Rule, uneaſlie in his Vind, 
Toſt ike the Sea, which labours witty i; wind, 
His Hopes at length, He'to Detpair refift;s, 
Decsys irr Vigour, and in Health deciitfes. 

Soo ay rhe fatal News orice reach'd y our ear, 
Urg'd with a Brother's Zeal, and or art + Cai C, 
You fly with ſich like hte as Ange Is move 
On all the wings of Duty, and of Lave, 

Angels and You a like Taploymenc have 
Toſucconr Kings, and dilticfs'd Nations fave. 
The Forreipn Shore, Which when You 'did ar- 
Met You in ſhew, your Veltel to Receive, [rive 
Removing,now, I.(t by its'/guilty Stay; 
Ir might be thought yorr Voyage ta dulay ; 
Does in Appearance awfully Recede 
And' ſeems in Duty from your Veſle! fleds, 
Which'proud to bear him for her fiongle Lo: ad, 
Who ſtill whole Fleers ard Armics Ied abroad. 
All Oppofition does, like You, deſpiſe ; 
And labour'd by the waves, ſtill higher rife. 
No danger can be great enough for Fear 
Where Ceſar's Brother, and his Fortune are. 
His high Extraction, and his happy Fa: 
The proud Sails all, and Vclicl 2 fie ray 

S While 
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While to the winds herCanvas wings are ſpread, 

The lazy winds you chide, for want of (peed ; 

And with impatience their Delays controu], 

For winds compar'd to wing 'd Deſires, are dull, 

Your Thoughts alas ! preventing them, before 

YourVoyage had diſpatcht and reacht the ſhore. 

Nor Landed on the Shore, do you proceed 

With more Solemnity, or with leſs Speed; 

With ſuch diſpatch arriving at the Court 

You Fame prevent, and ev'n outfly Report 

As (wift, yet notleſs Gilent, than the Light, 

Of which we hear no news, till 'tis in ſight. 

Me thinks I ſee the Royal Brothers meet, 

Their Souls and Bodies in Embraces knit, 

While in the Union of their Arms 1s (een, 

Thecloſer Union of their Hearts within. 

How they embrace, and in th' Embraces melt, 

Cannot reported be, It muſt be felt. 

White Joys too mighty for their Tongues ariſe, 

And flow out in th' expreſſtons of their Eyes. 

Such pow'rful Tranſports, for which, wards we 
[want 

Which when we imitate,we beſt ſhall paint. 

Can we who ſee this, ſtand unmoy'd ? Can we 

Who ſee th* embraces of the Brothers, be, 

(I? their Example, or our Duty bind,) 

To them unfaithful, or aur ſelyes unkind ? 

Ah no ! let us in Love our ſtrife employ, 

And neyer weep henceforth, but Tears of Joy. 


To 
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To His Royal Highneſs the Duke of York, 
Upon bis Return to the Care and Manage- 
ment of the Navy of England. 


Reat Sir, till now | with Impatience ſtajd, 
Toſte what Muſe her early Homage paid; 
Which doubtleſs, all, but the Seditious few, 
Allow to our great injur'd Tork is due : 
And am with wonder feiz'd You are fo long 
Un-importun'd by the Poerick throng, 
For Faction oft, and vainly they engage, 
They ſcatter Songs, and trifle on the Stage: 
For Malice, or for Bread , they always write, 
The Great with well plac'd flattery delight, 
[In Libel, or Lampoon exhauſted quite. 
Ungrateful Muſes! not one Line afford? 
When our lov'd Charles has to his Right re- 
{ ſtor'd 
The Nations Darling, and the Oceans Lord. 
With juſt contentment all good men beheld 
The Hydra of the Rebel-Faction quell'd, 
Like Heav'nly Vengeance it was ſure, though 
Which we toCeſar's ſteady Virtue owe ; [ (low, 
That Virtue, which unſhaken as a Rock, 
So long has ſtood the bandying Parties Shock : 
Till Mercy, much abus'd, did late conſent, 
To puniſh thoſe whoſnever would repeat. 
S 2 One 
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One onely thing was left unfiniſh'd yet, 

At once our Joys, and Safety to compleat : 
Which our great'Z3lot ſaw,and ſtrait commands, 
The Fleet be reſcued from unskiltul Hands. 
Whom ſhould he chuſe for his important Truſt, 
But one Experienc'd, Valiant, Prudent, Juſt ? 
In whom he finds a Brother, and a Friend: 

To him deferv'dly does he recommend 
Whole Ships,his Courage could fo well defend. 
When neighb'ringCarthage dar'd our Seas invade 
Diſpute their Homage, and diſturb our Trade : 
Our Frngliſh Scipio ro whom Rome muſt yield, 
With ſhame repuls'd them from the watry Field, 
His gen'rous Soul with eafte Vict'ry cloy'd, 
Humbled that State he could have quite de- 
| { {troy'd. 
Spar'd only to be Monuments of hig Fame, 
They tremble {t1}] at mention of his Name. 
Bath Leaders thus, their Countreys Foes ſub- 
Both paid alike with bale ingratitude.; (dw 
 £*omee hers, and we our Flero would exclude. 
Miltazen Pandors, ignorant and Proud, 

W:th furious Zeal may bawl in Senates loud - 
Religion there, and Property may uſe, 

As words ot Art the Vulgar to abuſe, 

But if jn. higher Stations they appear, 

They tole their way,and a@ beyond their Sphear. 
Mcn born t'improve (ome little Countrey Seat. 
Have Sous tao narrow to direct a Fleet. 


This | 
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This Czſar found, and ere it was too late, | 
' Took from their Shoulders the unequa] weight. 

A Burthen he himſe}f alone can bear, 

Or 7ork who now ſupports the mighty Care. 

Tork our ProteQting Genizs, by kind Heaven, 

To calm our Fears, and growing Tumults given : 

From many dangers ſav'd, himſelf to be 

His Countreys laſting, beſt Security. 


A Welcom to His Royal Highneſs znto the 
City, April the 20" 1682. | 


Motto. Invenias pancos bic ut in orbe bonos. 
| 


/F Lad with the Infant Glories of the Spring, 
Haſte pious Muſe, Great James Divinely 
Riding (cure in peacetu] Albions Bay, [| fing 3 
Grateful to Her above the New-borh Day. 
Welcom Gyeat Sir, ſalutes you ev'ry where, 
Belov'd by Jove, by Birth His chiefeſt Care 2 
With buiſy joy our 'Seven-{old Lute we String, 
To tell in Notes. your Safety to the King 3 | 
Mov d with ſoft Numbers bavy here is ſhown, 
Each ſtrives to bid you- welcom to the Town. 
With melting Harmony our Harps are Strung, 
Soft as the Love with which the Throue is Hung : 
S 3 Such 
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Such Mirth Your Preſence adds to Monarchy, 
In ſpite of Rage, and Factious Anarchy . 
Thofe Cloſet-Produdts of Damn'd Whiggery:) 
Such new rais'd Plagues of every Corporation, 
We wilallay by Anti- Atlociation ;. | 
Laden with Loyalty our Arms ſhall be 
That Golden Bracelet of bleſt Unity, ; 
The ſole unbias'd Bafis of true Property : 
Nextafter Charles a Monarch you may claim, 
At whoſe ProteGion all our Fortunes aim. 
England triumphant now may brighter ſhine, 
Bleſt with the Rays of thy good Fathers Line ; 
Crown'd with Religions peaceful Olive, She 
With Tory Zeal a Monument to Thee 
Shall raiſe of ever verdant Piety. 
Long did our Royal Monarch in his Mind 
Hugg your Return, and hop'd that ſome kind 
[wind 
Would lodge you ſafe within hisSacred Arms, 
Where ſcarce his Scepter feels more pleaſing 
{ Charm, 
Oh! could we raiſe onr groveling Souls to Thee, 
Fil*d with a ſmooth Majeſtick Harmony ! 
For to a Crown that Monarchof Dclight, | 
Virtue like Thine Victorious takes her Flight. 
Bue ceaſe my Mule, in wiſhes (peak the reſt, 
Whilſt with twoGod-like Souls our Albiox's bleſt, | 
| 


Vivat Rex Carolus, & Caroli Frater. | 
| PI 
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A Farevvel to His Royal Highneſs James 
Duke of York , on his Foyage to Scot- 
land, OfFober 20. 1680. 


O, Beſt in all that's good. We cannot bear 

The Radiant Luſtre of thy Virtues here : 
Owis hate the Sun, Dark Deeds abhor the Light, 
Ills appear worſe ſtill by their Oppoſite. 
Obey thy Heavenly in thy Earthly King, 
Confound thine Enemies by Suffering 5 
O'recome by Good, Let Furiows Fa#ions (ee, 
Thine's Peace, when their Religion's Cruelty. 
Go Prince,ConragiowsÞPrince,OurChampion may 


Great Britains Guardian Angel lead thy way ; 


May the cold Hemiſphere Thou go'lt to Grace, 
Receive new warmth and vigour from thy Face : 
May all that's Happy thy Companion be, 


Till Heaven bring Thee to Us, or Us to Thee. 


Go Prince,Great Britain's Genizs with his Train, 
Guard thee to Scotland, Bring Thee ſafe again 
That (like Great Conſtantine) Thy glo:jous days, 
May Crown thy Jufferings with Immortal Bays. 
And as His Zeal, the mis-led World did bring, 
To Love and Honour their Celeſtial Kirg ; 

So may thy Zeal move this miſguided Nation, 


To follow Thee in / ogal Reputation, 


9 4 In 


2.64 PO E MS. 

In being Juſt, and Faithful to their Kizg ; 

And all with one accord aloud (hall Sing, 
[ ong live Great Charles our Nations Toy, 
And all Men fing, Vive be Roy. 


— ———— ———— 
——— 


The DU XK E's Welcom from Scorland to 
London. 


RT come, Jweet Prince 2 Wilt' once more 
daign to cligar [ ſphere > 
Wiih Thy Bright Beams our drooping Hemi. 
Can nothing check thy Love,ſuppreſs thy Flame z 
Still Fgland's Guardian Angel ? Still the ſame y 
Redoubled wrongs on Thee, the Crown, and 
[. State, 
Can only move Thy Pity, not Thy Hate ; 
Who Good for Evil dolt Retaliate. 
Thy tender Heart, and ſoft-loves conquer'd Will 
Plcad unis, (though bad) This 3s thy Country fill. 
Relaps'd into Her former Agony, 
_ Gaſping Pritannia (eeks relief from Thee. 
Scotland that once contagious Vip'rous Land, 
Doth now our Envy and Example ſtand ; 
Charm'd by thy prudentHead,and gentle hand. 
Under his Vine each chearful Swain doth (it, 
The Jerpert's cruſh'd that once demolilh'd it- 


Where 
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Where Hemlock, Wormwood,Tares ad [Weeds, did 
Now in full plenty MzIk & Honey flow. { grow, 
Thrice Happy Land! May our jinvenom'd Senfe 
With Treaſons, Poyſon, feel the Influence 
Of this all-healing Planet ; May we ſee _. 
All Hearts and Hands conjoyn'd-in Logalty: 
May all Aſfociating Traitors know, 
Divinity dwells on a Soveraign Brow. 
May thoſe ungrateful Wretches who Contemn * 
Mercy, find 7uiFice in the Dizadem: | nown ; 
Great ork, 1n all things Great ; Great in Re- 
Great in Succeſſion's Right to Englands Crown x . 
Great in thy Condu@; Great in Peace and War, 
Great in thy Birth ; In Virtue Greater far. 
But above all, Great in this Mighty thing, 
In thy firm Love and Duty to the K I NG. | 
round, 
Welcom Jweet Prince 3 Let ſober Healths go 
And all (but Regicides) thy Praiſe reſound. k 
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An Heroick Poem on Her Highneſs the Lady 
ANN's Yoyage imto Scotland : With a 
little Digreſſion upon the Times, 


Ngrateful Zzgl/and, curſt to that Degrey 
Fam'd for Rebellion and [nconſtancy ; 

All thy Poſſeſhons and Enjoyments ſpring 

From Monarch's Cares, yet thou'lt obey no King; 
To whoſe vain Humour Nothing is Delight, 
Nar Rain nor Sun-ſhine e'er can happen right z 
Falſe and unworthy to obtain alone 

The greateſt Bleffing of the mildeſt Throne; 
Yet, being richer than | can expreſs, 

Art juſtly puniſht with Unhappineſs 3 

What thou art envy'd for, and all adore, 

Thou throw'ſt away, and to thy ſelf art poor, 
And like the Miſer that abounds in Bags, 
Wallow'ſt in Wealth, yet lov'it togoin Rags. 
The ſtubborn Jews their Monarchs (till ador'd, 
They begg'd a King, and then obey'd their Lord; 
But tifi-Neck'd Ezgland,juſt from Slavery (av'd, 
Forgets, and longs again to be enflav'd. 

Can Rebels ever be with Scepters aw'd, 
Rebels that once did ſacrifice their God. 

True Heirs in Malice to the Fiends of Hell, 


which firſt theypractic'd when from heav'n they 
And ever fince taught Traytors to rebel. (fell, , 
An 
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And now leſt they ſhould fail to reach him there, 
They ſtab him in his own Vice-gerent here; 
For tho' they doit through a Monarchs Name, 
The Majeſty of Heaven is (till their Aim: 
Is it thy Nature or thy Planet's ſpite, 
Still to what's preſent to be oppoſite ? 
Wretched be then with vain Miſtruſt and Fear, 
Baniſht the ſight of the moſt God-like Pair, 
And the bright Daughter of his Highneſs here; 
The Winds and Seas will far more faithful be, 
And Rocks and Quick. ſands teach Men Loyalty. 
Old Albany they now alone {hall grace, [Race; 
Scotland , whence ſprung th' Imperial Stewarts 
Scotland that boaſts a mightyDuke, and Name 
Further than Tarthie great Arſaces Fame. 


Repare you Heavens, diſcloſe your bright- 
eſt Ray, 

il Day your Marble, Night your Milkie Way 3 
Urania comes, the Goddels of our l(le, 
Urania, that makes every Creature Smile : 
All they were born for, and can wiſh for here, 
Is but to bleſs her, and be bleſt by Her. 
Ten thouſand Cypids guard her as (be rides, 
And of her golden Bark ſurround the ſides ; 
Whilſt Others fly aloft with Songs, and [trow 
Such Flow'rs as on the Beds of Eden grow 3 
For want of winds, with wings ſupply ſoft gales, 
And with gay Plumes deck all her Virgin Sails: 


Ye 
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Ye frightful Storms retreat into your Cave, 
Nor leave the Ocean wrinkl'd1with a wave 3. 
There,whilſt ſhe Sails, mrombid-in hollow. Earth, 
Lie ferter*d cloſe, and grom for want of Birth; 
And Heav'nand Seas (trive_ to be mott [crene; 
he Azure Blew, with the ſmooth glaſty Orcen. 
708 Sea-Gods and you Nymphs prepare totry 
Your-skills, and with a Mask delight her Eye. 
Firft, let the Sun fend forth fach kindly Heats, 
As Winter's ſhine, or Summer when it ſets; 
Nolcy, Cloudy, 'nor no Soukty Day, 
But all like Morning, and thoſe Mornings May : 
Then gentle Zephyr unlock all thy ſtore, 
And ſend ſoft Breezes from the Weſtern Shore ; 
Such'3s Arabia Felix has refin'd 
With Trees of Spice tanning the precious wind; 
Burt jn{t ſo much as ſhe inSrate (may glide z : 
And tafe in her Neptunian Chariot ride : 
Then thou Gteen God ſhalt wait on her above, 
Ason Jove's Daughter, and the «)::een of Love, 
Let thy (hril] Trumpeters the Tritons, blow 3 
And ſummon all the watry Pow'rs below : ; 
The Nayades, and Nereids to appear, 
Let all the Subjects of the Flood draw near : 
Fair Cyther&e and her Waiters Call, 
And Sea Nymphs, to adorn this Oceart's Ball.5 
Then let the lovely Mermaids come in Place, 
Each Mermaid that (o doats upon her Face : > 
' Till they ſhall eehow far above their own 
Urania's 1s, and throw their Glaſſes down. 
The 
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The lefſer Fry in Shoals before (hall run, 
Like Clouds of Infſetts gather'd by the Sun; 
And nimble Zofphins\wantonly fhall play, 
And hunt the Plain, like Spannels im her wow, 
Next, let the great Zeviathans reſort, 
And not forget to make the /ranceſs Sports * 7 
But at a harmleſs diſtance head the Train, 
And from their mighty Enginesſpout forth Fan 
Thus in (uch awful Manner letir be, BY /0 
That wondring Angels may look down toſſes; Ys: 
And make the Show: more tull-of Majeſty. | 
Thou Nerexs, do this mighty 'Task with Care ;| . 
As much as wasin Noab's Ark, 13 here: 
For fiace that Patrierch, whetr the: world: was 

: { drownid, 
The like wasnever in one Veſlel found. TY 
Her little Yatch and Squadron, as they. ride, 
Swell to a Fleet and Admiral, with Pride, 
Lift up their Flage, like. Piramids, on high, :. 
And with theirRain- bow Colours brave thesky: 
Th' Egyptian Gallies were notihalf ſo proud, 
When ( /copatr2 was o'er Nilas row'd. 
Thus gentle Neptune guard her o'er your Sea, 
From faithleſs 41biop to'ghad Albany ; 
Commit her ſafely to the-langing:Shore, 
To her firſt Father's, ancient Fergus Tower, 
There, as in Heavin, . her wiſhes to obtain, 
Till ſhe return, and thou att bleſt again. 


Wfing- 
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Arly (by Four) on Friday Morn, 
Ere Phebas did the Skies adorn ; 
I ita 


rted up from where I Jay, 

And look'd what Weather 'twas that day : 
It prov d Serene, it prov'd all Clear, 

No ſullen Foggs obſcured the Air, 

In baſte my Cloaths I burry'd on, 
Intending ſtreight for 1/lingtor ; 

My Stomach firſt with Mugg of Stout 

I brib'd, to skreen the Vapours out - 
With Fringe and Sword, then jogging went, 
T obſerve, not drink, was my Intent, 
For faith I've us'd this Paunch of mine, 

So long to Noble Claret Wine, 

In troth I dreaded the Events, 

"Twixt two ſuch differing Elements, 

For ſhould they fight, by Jove, 1 fear 
Each other to outrival there, 

In the Hot and rumbling Fray, 
My feeble Soul wou'd ſneak away, 

Naw tothe ready Road [I draw, 

And Troops of — fools I ſaw, 
One Gang in Chief obſerving there, 
To them apace I haſted near, 
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In Plufh a Doctor then eſpy'd, | 

Along Goun Prieſt did hand his Bride, 

Th' Apothecary big and fat, 

With Neighbour Cit held ſerious Chat , 

Streight I draw up that trodden way, 

And walk and hearken all they ſay. 
Good Sir, ſays (7t, what do you think 

Of this new Metaphyſick Drink ? 

(Then (topt could hold no longer out, 

With that prodigious Phraſe ev'n choakt 3) 

The DoFor pauſing nothing ſaid, 

But looking Grave hung down his Head, 

And walking thus demur a while, 

At length Began with leering Smile, 

What brooks it me an anſwer makg ? 

I know you l _ what I ſpeak, 

Impnte it Intrelt or Deſign, 

I thus dire@ this Speech of mine, 

For Vulear Errours who can mend ? 

He ſeems their Foe who is their Friend- 

Themſelves the Giddy Rabble cheat, 

They make all Fiſh that comes to Net, 

What's now receiving with Applauſe, 

Not minding the F ffeÞ or C anſe, 

The brackiſh Water ſwallowing np, 

As if 't were NeQtar in the Cup. 

No conſequential ills they fear, 

It mui be good cauſe Poplar: 

Perhaps they'l find altho' too late 

The Hugg and Wanton with their fate. 


As 


272 P.OEMS. 
As to my own Reſpe& and Gain, 

T find no reaſon to complain, 

For truly I obſerve this thing, 

Since Fame in vogue the Wells did bring, 

My *PraFice doubFd with my Fee, 

And if they hold, they'l treble be , 

They cauſe ſuch dire Mortality. 

This (aid, he ſtopt, and ſaid no- more, 

But ſnecring ftalkt along before. 
Th' Apotherary in mean while 

Applauding, did devoutly ſmile, 

. In token too of his Conſent, 

With the Remains thus on he went. 

And IT adnire (as th Dottor ſays) - 

The head-itrong Madneſs of the days, 

That men ſo wiſe ſo-lzarrd in ſenſe, 

Are lur'd with ſuch Impertinence 

They boaſt that mighty ( ures are done, 

The Scurvy, Strangury, and Stone, 

Gripes and Hifterick Paſſions too, 

Green Sickneſſes i» 19t a few, 

The Dropſy, and ObitruFtons all 3 

They ll make *emr Epidemical ; 

Put above all that has beer ſaid, 

They can retrive a Maidenhead: 

Oh! wondrowsVirttes ! wondrous things ! 

That flow jrom thoſe important Springs / 

Fate give em good ſurceſt, ſaid I, - 

The empty d bowls with more Sapply, 
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Since publick thus T daily pile, 
And heap with Bills my loaded File. 

I mind your drift, (the Cit reply'd) 
And Screw'd his Grinning Teeth aſide - 
Jour Intereſt ('faith) T cannot blame, 
Were I engag'd Td ſay the ſame; 
| But Friends, obſerve you ſpeak too late, 
| Experience proves the Virtues great 3 
Tour early Care at firſt was ſhown, 
By your applauſe you made 'em known 5 
In hopes the undigeſted Spring, 
To you might crowding Patients bring : 
Then cloſely did your Intereſt hide, 
Now find your ſelves 'oth' looſing ſide, 
And by your ſubtile, ſlighting Arts, 
Con'd win from them the Peoples hearts : 
But (faith) I find wondrous eaſe, 
Since I began, it's ſeven days; pur 
The Soveraign Doſe relax'd my Greif, 
And daily does afford Relief: 
That Phytick here the Spring Inſtills, 
F frets more good than ſcores of Pills 3 
My Three-pence here will farther go, 
Than Pounds I in your Fees beſtow. 

Il hat needs there this Inteſtine ſtriſe, 
(Returns the Learned DoFors Wite ;) 
(Love) let 'em ungain-ſaid go on, 
They'l find before the Summer's done, 
Their Errour vainly was purſu d, 

The Wells their Senſes did delude, 
3 And 
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And by this raſh unruly Trick s 
IWe'eſt reapth' advantage when they'r Sick. 
The Parſons Tongue began to ſtart ; 
He argu'd the Defenſive part, 
That th' [/aters muſt unqueſtion'd be, 
In terms of High Phyloſopby 3 
That Heav'n in Mercy had deſign'd, 
Theſe Soveraign Springs to heal mankind. 
Impatient now of longer ſtay, 
I funk in filence ſtrait away 
And tothe Waters failing near, 
A harſh confuſed noiſe I hear. 
Two Cavalier (tiff Toryes came, 
Each Hand on Hilt, Face on a Flame ; 
Damn me, lays one, on Honour Draw, 
My Sword ſhall give your boldneſs Law ; 
At this I wiſely ſtept away, 
Nor ſtay'd the Ifſue of the Fray - 
But to the flowing Pump I came, 
Promiſcuous Crowds buzz'd round the ſame ; 
Full Bowls by turns were empty 'd out, 
Healths tothe King there bounc'd about ; 
They gorg'dit down like Clarer-Wine, 
Like Florence, or like Muſcadine 3 
From thence I cloſely thronged our, 
And ranged all the walks about; 
Here Tradeſman's Wife [tood big with Colly, 
Her Daughter with a Bouncing Bully : 
Whilſt behind all the Footmen play'd, 
And wanton'd with the Chamber-Maid. 
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A Taudry Jilt as Ipaſt by, 

Glouted around with wiſhihg Eye, 

With Breaſts thruſt out, and vaunting pace, 

With Pockey Ar— and Painted Face, 

With Hair in Criſp, and Fuz o'th' Brow, 
Scudded and jogged to and fro. 

' AGaudy Fop whoſe Pregnant ſtore, | 
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Scarce paid his entrance at the door, 

Prepar'd to accoſt the Rutting bore : 

By Peav'ns Madame how you ſhine, © © 

Be pleas d V accept a Glaſs of Wins : , 

Damn me, how Happy ſhou'd The  #t? 

Bleſſed with your Charming Company. + - 
With Mouth ſcrew'd up, and winking Eye, 

Juſt opening with a ſweet reply 3 

Turning with ſpeed, I tack'd about, 

And thruſt into the }/higgiſh Rout, 

Here State atiairs advanc'd\the'Stape; :.0}. 

With every, circumſtance 9'th' Age 3; tr; 

Some in ſoft Silence gave their Votes, 

And pitty'd ſuffering Titus Oates : on 

Whilſt Come more ſolid knowing Men, 

Curſt down the Obſervators Pen : 

And others who as wiſthy meant, 

Made Martyr'd Ruſſel Intiocent; | 

Eſex Murder'd, that Armſtrong dy'd, 

Condemn'd:unjuſtly, ati&not Try'd 3 - 

Some there 1n private had decreed, f 

Who ſhou'd the envy'd Charles ſucceed, 
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But — — 

Tyr'd with the ſtuff, I] turn'd aſide, 

| And Loyal Tory Gamelſters (py'd ; 

Then towards the lower walk I drew, 

An Obje& there my Stout — o'rethrew, 
And I began to Purge and Spew - 

Weary and Sick with naſty fight, 

With Cuckholds made by morning Light ; 
With I bores pick'd up, which Treaſon talk'd, 
With Fops who to the Waters talk'd ; 

With Noiſe, and with an Humming there, 
That pierc'd and Eccho'd through each Ear -! 
I grudged then a longer ſtay, 

So blets'd my (elf, and came away. 


— 


_—_—  — 


Sereniſhums Principibus Eboracenſibus, & 
Albanienſibus Ducibus,! ter Maximts in 
Angliam Reducibus Congratulator. 


—Nclyte polt Carolyn Caroliſpes certa Coronz| 
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> Nglienis gratus Dux 7acobe venis. 


&Onveniant alacres Regi, Regnoq; Fideles; | 


.S Minenam faulſto Dux Jacobus adeſt. 
Sls lzſz Majeſtatis reus exulet hoſtis, 
Rnaqz ſit ſtudiis perfidus ipſe ſuis. 


& Alva ſit, & vidrix ſtirps Regia regnet ab orlu 
Legitimo tutus portus, & ara ſuis. 
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JRimus esa Carols, Carolo cum Rege Secundus, 
Egis es unamimis Frater, & Alter Ergo. 
=Ngeminent tria Regna tuos Jacobe triumphos 
Ecdefint titulis aurea Sceptra tuis. 
cOnſtantem polt tot Terra, pelagoq; pericla 
tt Ligatin ſummumRex ad utrumq; Ducem. 


TRincipe te felix Iztetur Wallia, & illum 


& Ummoin Concilio dent tibi Regna locum. 


Nlve igitur Felix Carolo cum Fratre, triumphis 
m Nlultent mundo Frater uterq: ſuis. 
Vlvat uterq; dit fibi cauſa ſalutis utrimq) 
> Negliater Felix fit ſub utroq; giu. 
HSEr Felix quia te bene cepit Scotia, 
Anglia quod recipit lxtaq, lerng cupit. 


Artia Jugubrem depone, Britannia, vultum, 
N Nglialztitiz jattet ad Aſtra ſonos. 
AEgianamqz Maria domum revocata quietem, 
my Nq; utero Regem fert bene grata tib1. 
> Nel;a pro dono tali redamato Mariam ; 

Oblita eſt culpam namq; Benigna tuam. 


SBEllonz © Regno Studium, rixaſq; Beatrix 
td Xpellit vultu, quo beat Aſtra, ſuo. 
> Forma micat illa Venus, de Nunmine Juno, 


| NH 8 Antaqz ab ingenio, Pallas ut iIla ſuo, eſt. 


ZEvera, ut nomen notat, & virtute Beatrix, 
m Nclyta quz meritis hxc tria Regna bear. 
KAntus erit Thameſes, tenebrx lux, doGa priu(- 
Muſa queat meritis dicere digna tuis. (quam 
"14 > Dventum 
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> Dventum tamen 1Jla tuum gratatur, & ipfo 
4 Omine, quod redamat, fatta Beata tuo eſt, 
Z2Obilibus decus, 8 plebi folamen, utriſq; 

> NNA ades a meritis Gloria, & altus Honoy, 


—Nvictis ]ſabella animis adverſa repullit, 
© Andctaq; in exilio robora mentis haber, 
> Npeclico vultu, rebuſq; Iſabella ſecundis 
B& Ella oculie, geſtu, fonte modeſta manet. 
. iRgo per Maria, & terras exempla Beatrix 
MN Epge ſua cunGis Arras Tſaballa dedit. 
Ex bene vivendi tua vita eſt - Irruat ergo 
*% Nlia in applauſi us Scotia, Terna tuos. 
© NA tibi tribuit Divinar Gratia dotes 
Atura vires ex{uperante ſuas. 


Atura altercans, & gratia dimicat 3 Annan 


> Mbz namq; fuam concupiere Deam. 


— Neter utramq; MicasVirgonitidifhimaPrinceps 
> Atura, & (upplex gratia facta tibi eſt, 
-Orma tua eſtelegans,facies pulcherima,menſq; 
H] Lma,quibus gaudent Juno Minerva, Venw. 
Ec ine Germanaremanes,tibi namqz Maria clt 
Alibus 2 meritis, & pietate (oror. 
Natu, ſpecie, vultu, Virtute Coronas 
Uitraq; ab Ingenio, confilioq; merent. 
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N Nuglia tolle animos,& jam tua commoda tan- 
Oſcito Principibus facta Beata tuis. (dem 

QGratia Magna tibt eſt Caro/as mitiſlimus, illi 

mm Argaeſtin Bello, Pac&q; cura tui. 

MNq; Piis Regina tibi, Virtutibus omne 

I Quumde meritis namq, Coronat Opus. 


Ad Utramq; ANNAM, 


Everti nequit, Anna tum nitidiſſima nomen 
Semper idem inverſum nomen utante manet : 

Maxima fic virtus ſemper tua five ſecundis 

+ Adverliſve manet rebus ut ante fuit. 

Prima Ducem (equitur mira pietate Maritum #4 

| Exilio conſtans altera & Ana Patrem 

Una eribus pietas cauſa eſt longinqua petendi, 
Exulis O Pietas! O Reducelſq; Pios ! 

\ InRegem Pietas bene nota eſt Principis: Ergo 

Principis exilii cauſa fuiſle pium eſt. 


Regiarum Veſtrarum Celficudinum, 


Cellicudinum, 
Humlimus Servus, 


A. S. 
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A Pindorique Ode, upon the late Horrid 
and Damnable Whiggiſh Plot. 


F. 
Ifentiug Bigots, boaſt no more, 
_# OfGlorious Miſchiefs heretofore; 
Not all the Troops your Godly FaGioxs led, 
Bradſhaw and Cromwel 1n their Head, 
Can vie ſingle $haſtsbury 
For ſecure Arts of cloſe-laid Villany 5 
They but the empty Types, the weighty ſyb- 
|  __ [ſtancchle, 
'Tis true theſe two great Leaders carry'd on 
Their bold Deſigns till Life was done ; 
But when the Vip'raus pair was crulih'd, the 
[ Wound 
; They living made,clos'd and again was ſound; 
WhilG he, like Serperts of morePois'nous kind, - 
Where e're he oncehis fork'd Tongue applies, 
Thongh in the Fatal Act he dies, 
Still teaves his Venom and his Sting behind. 
| I. 
M-—1h and Fſſex both were Stung, 
nd mary more by his Envenom'd Tongue 3 
And ſtrait they all began to (well, 
From Scple and Reaſon ſtrait they Fell; 


And 
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And Melancholly Fumes poſleſs'd their Brain, 
And they woud all be Kings, and all wou'd 
FE 6 [Raign, 
= Hence their diforder'd paſſion (prings, 
And ſpitting Venom on the beſt of Kings ; 
Hence their attempts upon his Life & Throne 3 
| Hence all their ſecret Myſteries 
| Ot undermining Treacheries, 
And hidden Veins of Treafons yet unknown. 
But Thou, Great Charles, deſpiſe their vain 
[ Deſigns 5 
The Unicorn, Supporter of thy Arms, 
*Gainſt al their Poiſcn bears ſufficient Charms 
And a much greater Pow'r blows up their deep- 
Hl, Ceſt Mines. 
Methinks the dark Cabal of Six I (ee, 
Double Triumwvirate of Villany 
Exceeding that which went before 
In number much, in Miichief more : 
Ceſar's Adopted Son does firſt appear 3 
| Art thou, (my Prutus) there ? 
Thou that wert once ſo Great and Good; 
From the high place wherein you juſtly (toad, 
How art thou fallen, O Zucifer ? 
He once (like you,) was Fair and Bright, 
Chief Leader of the Glorious Hoſts of Light 3 
But long (alas!) he cou'd not bear 
To (es above him plac'd th' Eternal Kings Imme- 
| | [diate Heir, 


He 


"2s: POEMS. 


He ſcorn'd SubjeQion, for a Kingdom fell; 
But gain'd Eternal Slavery and Hell - ſend; 
Thus while from Good to Ill they Headlong 
The brighteſt Angel makes the blackeſt Fiend 
IV. 
Next Eſſex, once deſervedly Great, 
Though ſince the Scorn and Mockery of Fate; 
Eſſex whole late Succeſsful ſway 
Made Ireland Peaceably obey ; 
And follow'd well Great Ormond's Track, who 
{led him all the way, 
His Fathers Bright Example long prevail'd, 
And that moſt Precious Legacy 
He left to him of Loyalty ; [Night, 
('So the declining Sur, when chas'd by coming 
Still guilds the World a while with the remains 
{ of Light : ) 
But when that HP and Shaftsbury fat d, 
His Noble Reſolutions quickly fail'd, 
And aiÞ his former Virtues nought avail 'd, 
Addreſſes and Petitions farlt, 
(For who can fall at once from good to worlt?) 
Began the Game: and aiming to Betray, 
(Like Judas, All Hail Mafter, led the way. 
Unhappy man! whecarry'd on 
Too ladly the Comparifon ! 
Tortur'd like him by his Deſpair, 
Like Him, he was his own fad Executioner. 


Ruſſel 
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V. 
Ruſſel and Eſcricknext in order were 
Nor did I much admire to ſee Them there: 
Happy the latter of the two, who fince 
Has waſh'd away his Faults in Humble peni- 
And by a true Confeflion: [ tence 3 
Ot others Treaſon and his own, 
With his molt Gracious Prince may for the laſt 
I wave the former,(ince he juſtly dy'd,[ Atone. 
And by his Death has fatisfy'd : | 
But he has to himſelf been more unkind ; 
And his own Libel left behind. 
Next Sydney comes ; a Name 
In brave Sir #h;lip known to Fame 
For PerfeCt Wit and Loyalty::{ black a Dye 
Though now by Algernoor mark'd with fo 
As does almoſt Eclipſe the Fame of his Great An- 
Hambden the laſt; the worthy Son | ceſtry, 
Of him well known in Forty One: 
Grand Patron of the Canting Tribe, 
How (hall I thee Deſcribe ? | 
None can draw thee according to thy due, 
But he that has the knack to FHarg and Quarter 
VL. | t00., 
Theſe, and a num'rous Frain of many more, 
Their dark Deligns did ſecretly contrive 3 
Till Keeling who did long Connive. 
Fo found their depth, and number all their {tore, 
Broke forth, S ſhone like Gold amid(t the Ore. 
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Againſt his Conſcience nothing cou'd prevail ; 

Not Life and Int'reſt in the other Scale - 

All other by-concerns he laid afide ; 
And fix'd his mind with Noble Pride 
Upon a Name ſo Good and Great, 

As ſole Preſerver of the Churchand State. 

What Thanks for ſuch Obligement ſhall we 
Our Fortune and our Lives we owe{[ bring? 
For what you did on us beſtow ; 

. What then for our Religion, and our King? 
Take firſt our Hearts ; while we can only Pray, 
God and his great Vice-gerent will repay. 

VII. 
And now the Horrid © lot appears, 
Writ in the blackeſt Characters 3 
And ev'ry Page ſome Bloody Title bears, 
Seditions, Treaſons, Maſſacres. 
What in a King [ſo Good, what cou'd they ſee, 
To Arm that numerous Conſpiracy 
Againſt ſo mild a Majeſty 3 
Which like the Su», its beams does wear 
Not to Conlume, but Warm and Cheer ? 
Bleſt Prince! and canſt Thou ſtill Difpence 

To this unthankful Land thy Gracious Influence, 
Still canſt Thou ſhed thy - Favours upon thoſe 
That are the near Relations of thy Foes ? 
Brave Capel and Southampton on this Hand, 
E\jex and Ruſſel on the other ſtand 3 
He turn'd from theſe, and 6x'd his Princely 
Lpon the Nobler Object of the two 3 _—_ 

An 
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And as he look'd, on all their Friends his willing 
[Favours threw. 
Let Ryſſel's Wife (ſaid he), unpitty'd go ; 
But ſhall Southampions Daughter fall ſo low 2 
Eſſex his Son ſhou'd want, 'tis true , 
But what ſhall thenBrave Capel's Grand-ſon do 
In his Induſgent Memory, 
So long great Virtues live,ſo ſoon Offences dye 
VIIE. 
Yet him, thus juſtly fam'd for mildneſs of His 
The Bloody Fa&@ion dooms to dye :;[ Reign 
And to Enhance their Cruelty, 
Wou'd in his Royal Brotner Murder him again ; 
His Royal Brother, who had always bin 
A Partner of the Troubles He was in ; 
Of all his dangers bore a ſbare, 
And (till with him Joynt-Sufferer : 
Ev'n him their Helliſh rage Aſſails; 
The Hercules, that when our Atlas fails, 
Muſt with his Shoulders prop the ſinking ſtate, 
And beat unmov'd the mighty weight. 
With them the Loyal,all the Good and Great 
Muſt meet an unrelenting Fate ; 
For thoſe by ſtrong Antipathy they hate. 
IX 


Nor can the Church eſcape this Curſed Band - 

What once was to the worſt a Sanctuary, 
Can to its ſelf no refuge be; 

That with the State does always fall or ſtand - 


And 
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And may both ſtand till Time it (elf has end ; 
And ſtil] each other mutually defend : 
For whilſt with open Force, or (ecret Hate, 
The two extreams aflault the State ; 
The Ezglifh Church keeps on her ſteady pace, 
Fixd in thewiddle, Virtues place; 
Nor ce 're RebelFd againſt the Throne, 
Under whole Gracious ſhade 'twas planted, and 
[ has grown. 
But as the Ivy, with whoſe Verdant Boughs 
Her Learned Sons may jultly wreath their Bows 
Does round the £1 1ts loving Branches twine; 
And when the Axe its kind ſupport aſlails, 
That alſo feels the Stroke, and with it fails : 
So while the Church and State their ſtrict Em- 
[ braces joyn ; 
The ſame rude Blow, that over-turns the 
{ Crown, 
Strikes its lov'd Partner too, & hews her down. 
X. 
Ah! wretched FEzglaxd | how art Thou, 
The Worlds late Envy,made its Laughter now? 
Is't not enough, that Forreign Foes 
Dilturb thy quiet, and thy Peace oppole ? 
But muſt thy Children,like young Vipers, tear 
The womb which did them; bear ? 
Haſt thou (o few abroad, that Thou mult be 
Thy own moſt dreadful Enemy ? 
 Atlength Unhappy Land thy Errours view 
Andypive to C far, and to God their due 3 
Leave 
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Leave Factiaus Arts, nor let fo ſtale a Cheat 
Twice in one Age impoſe upon the State : 

Murmur no more, when you ſhou'd Thanks re- 

And value Mercies, leaſtthey fly away: [pay; 

; For they who ſpurn at God, deſerve to ſuffer 

| [worle , 

And Bleſlings, (when abus'd,) oft turn into a 

| { Curſe. 


—_— 


& 


A Pindarique Ode , upon His Majeſties 
Review of His Forces at Putney-Heath. 


I. 


Hou more than happy Plain, 
Thus honour'd with this Glorious Train, 
The Awful Monarch of Bleſt A1b:orr's Ille, 
With all His Martial Pormp around 
Thus Circled, and thus more than Crown'd; 
A Sight would make even wither'd Autumn 
[ (mile 5 
Aud the proud Thames in pathng by 
Th' Auguſt Solemnity, 
With a flow EBb his Rowling waves convey 


Down to their Mother SEA, 


To 
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To pay their Humbler Homage to th' Ador'd 
Great Charles the Sea Dread Sovereign Loyd. 
Imperial CA SA MK here 
' Does no Aſſociating Senates fear. 
Theſe Loyal Walls of Steel untainted-ſtand 
Whil(t faithlels Capitols with Royal Gore, 
Schiſm, Sacriledge, and Treaſon blotted o're, 


Eternal Shame and Deathleſ(s Jafamy (hall brand- 


No more are our Battalions led 
By an ungrateful Brutns in their Head, 
Thavenging Deity from that high Sphere 
Has thrown the falling Lucifer : 
And the Great Heir of that Immortal Man, 
Monk, who our Sun's bright Fhoſphor , firſt 
[ began 
To mend the broken Wheels, and ſet the vaſt 
[ Machine 
Of Monarchy a moving once again, 
Now wields the Royal Sword, 
To Guard that Majeſty's Renown'd Sire reſtor, 
Il. 
Let the Old Roman Trinumphs boaſt no more, 
Their Coſtly Pomp of Yore. 
What were their Goldex Chariots > What 
Thoſe Shining Scenes of State ? 
Or'e Vaſlals Heads They only Rode - 
O're Proſtrate Hearts we'll Mount our Dri- 
[ ving GOD. 
Whilſt Heccatombs of offer'd Souls (hall come, 
With one Rich Incenſe, One Perfume ; _ 
I 


L 
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Till Towring to the Sky, 
The Univerſal Great Oblation fly g 
The Roman Eagles all Out-ſoar'd, Outvy'd 

Their Pageerts, all their gilded Pride, 

A Trajan(olumn or Egyptian Pyramide 3 
Poor Piles of Earth, and Monuments of Clay, 

Far, far beneath the Rites we Pay : 

When our united Shoxts, Vows, Prayers, all 
[Circling round his Head, 
Their more then Coronation-Drops ſhall Shed: 
Whilſt the Vicorious Charles {hall March 
Under that Brighteſt, Greateſt, moſt Divine 7r:- 


| [umphal Arch. 
IT. 
And Sacred Charles to Crown this Glorious 
(Day, 
Loud let Thy Canons roar, fo Bright thy Bax- 
[ zors play 3 
And hold thy Glittering Brandiſh't Sword ſo 
[ High. 


Till Treaſons Awed and Silenced lye 3 
Till Burſting Ezvy dye. 
Till the Dread S;ght alone 
Has that intire, and Bloodleſs Conqueſt won, 
Shall make the Hiſſing Tongues of Murmur 
| All huſht into a Calm, and Dazledinto Peace: 
| Thus Conquering,thy Halcyon Reign ſhall be 
But one Long Jubilee. 
Whilſt Thou our Dearer, Greater Jove, 
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The Greater, tho' leſs Thandering Name, 
Thy Lightning all but Lembent Flame, 
Crown'd with Miraculous Mercy Sits above, 
And all-Zezeath Thee LOVE. 
Mercy more IVontrous far 
Then thy own Native Noon-day STAR. 
A Mercy ſo prodigious as t excel 
All but thy RESTAURATION M3racle. 
Mercy that even Heavens hardeſt Toy] 
FANATTCISM ſhall reconcile - 
Soften th' invetrate Hate of Church and Crown, 
And all the Tron Hearts melt down. 
Mercy and Charles all this Rupendious work (hal 
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0; 
Nay move without a Pg the Mighty Lab 
IV. [ through, 
But whiPſt this Faithful Band's unſhaken Loyalty 
For Charles dares Fight, and for Him dye; 
"Tis as the GODS Devotion treats 
With precious Odoxnrs ; all no more 
Than Heaps from their own Store - 


The Gums which their own Sv creates. | 
'T5s all but a Creation of thy own, 
Whil'ſt Charles is his own Guard alone, 


Inſpires that Loyalty proteQts his Throne. 
Nor is alone this Loyal Hoſt, 
 Th' Auxiliary thy Cauſe can boaſt. 
Forlet 'em cover all the ſpacious Plain, 
Nay add ten Thoufands more to fill the Glott 


[rious Train: 


Great 


| 


| a_ 


POZMS. Th 
Great Charles, not half thy Guards are 


{ here 3 
Heavens kindeſ(t Angel; in that ' Lift appear, 


They lead the Mighty Var,and Theſe bring up the 
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The Melancholly Complaint of Doctor 
TIFUS OATES:. | 


Hat could a curſt ungrateful Age do 

| | [ more, 
Impoſtor-like, to puniſh him ſo ſore, 
Whom for a Saviour, they ador'd before. 


| was the man, Oh! cruel change of Fate: 
Once, the Pillar of the finking State, 
Am now become the very Jayl-birds hate, 


Out of a pallace, intoa Dungeon thruſt, | 
From fix goodDiſhes,to ſnap at one brownCruff, 


| By God and man like Caiz,mark't out and curlt, 


| sthis the end of all my promisd Joys, 


I that once made ſuch busſle, and fuch Noite, 
Puft up with Triumphs of the ſhouting Boys. 
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With what applauſe was I receiv'd by th'Rabble 


When I gave hopes for to re-build their Babel ; 
But now they'l hang me, 'cauſe I was not able. 


With watring Chops, I call to mind the cheer, 
That oft I made with many a Noble Peer, 
Now in good time may ſnack. the Basket here. 


I do remember too how tumbling Pence 
Came rowling in when 1 did firit commence 
Maſter of th' Art, and Doctor Evidence, 
For want of which I never ſhall get hence: 


'Tis ſtrange, that Bolts, and Bars, and Iron Grate, 
The juſt reward of pe: jur'd Rogues,and Cheats, 
Should prove the Premimum of my Gloriow 

[ feats, 


Ungrateful Slaves! What! have ye quite forgot 
How for your ſakes ſtrangeKingdoms I did trot, 
Brought nothing but th' wonder of my Plot; | 


Though many ſhifts abroad I have been put to0 
Scarce able to provide for Back and Gut too, 
And often-times was forc'd to pad a foot too, 


Nay, many times P've Jain all day in Bed, 
Becauſe abroad | durſt not ſhew my head 
But when't grew dark,(tole out to beg my bread 


What 


| 
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| What J have ſuffer'd for the Kingdom's ſake, 

In wants and dangers what I did partake, 

And now to fear the Gibbet or the Stake, 
Brethren, 'twill cauſe your tender hearts to ake. 


[ curſt my Country, and deny'd, my Credo, 
And for the Nations good, turn'd Renegado, 
Receiv'd Cruel If hitebread?s Paſtinado, 


I worſhip't Idols that were falſe I knew; 

And when I'd done, wore they were Gods moiſt 
| [ true 5 

And play'd the [Devil for the ſakes cf youu 3 


[ pray'd to Saints, in time of need, with cryes, 
Till they had granted my neceffities, 
' | My Almes obtain'd their Saint-ſhips I'd deſpile 5 


I chang'd Relipion, often as my Name, 
, Spew'd out and hated whatſvere ] came, 
Haunted by th' Devil, Beggary and ſhame, 


| | Through the wild Secs, and Tribes, I mace a 

[Ramble 
And to them all did lye, ſwear, and difſemble, 
Enough to make the very Devils tremble, 


Thus by me were the filly Jeſuits ſham'd ; 
When as with tears I (wore I ſhould be dzmn'd 
: lt not receiv'd intoj their Holy Band. 
| 
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I made them think Religion was the Tye, 
That did engage me when I came to Spye, 
Since 'tis well known, the Devila bit had I, 


T made his Holineſs believe, the Pope, 
That 1n his Pardons I conceived ſuch hope,) 
That for his cauſe, I'd (utter Fire or Rope z 


But when I'd got my foot out of his door, 
I Rail'd, and call'd him Babylonian Whore, 
And many Horrid things againſt him ſwore 


For why ? Inere yet valued Faith or Troth, 
Or ever made more (cruple of an Oath, 
Then of a blaſt of breath to cool my Broth. 


I quickly kill'd the worm, within that gnaws, 
And made the Goſpel, Prophets, and the Laws, 
Come truckle Brethren,to your good Old Cayſez 


T laught at all Religion, and its Baubles | 
Such as Evangeliſts and holy Tables , 
Eſteeming them no more then Z/ops Fables ; 


Like merry Zucian, look d on't as a Tale ; 
A aull infipid thing, grown Old and Stale, 
Serves me to joak on ore a pot of Ale ; 


1 ſcoft't & (corn'd, but ne're would cringe or bow 
!o thoſe grave fools that do ſich tales allow, 


And would have judg'd them to theCart or ps 
| t 
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That with you I might gain repute and fame, 
[laught at Conſcience as a Bug-bear name ; 
And fhook off quite all modelty and ſhame, 


In hopes once more you'd come to rule the Roalt, 
I made my lelt Knight-errant of the Pot ; 
Of which I take the vanity to boalt ; 


For good of Commonwealth without repine, 
| franckly Dedicated me, and mine, 
Contemning Laws, both humane, and divine ; 


Vaſt Sums I in the publick ſervice ſpent ? 
Much Money to the needy Jeſuite Lent, 
When at that time, I'd neither Land nor Rent ; 


The correſponding Charges I did own, 
| | When to the Lords my jult accounts were ſhown 
| Beſides ſ(omeBy- ones more thane're were known 


The many painful journeys, to and fro, 
Embaſlador 'twixt Devil, and Turk to go, 
Toall the World my vaſt Expences ſhow ; 


Lelides for Flying-Horles which would ſcour, 
To France or Spain, and back in half an hour, 
With Old Nicks Fees for granting me this power 


[ morgag'd all my Heritage and Lands, 

' | To purchaſe from the Roman General's hands 
Commiſſions for my new rais'd ſecret Bands 3 

V 4 Dut 
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Put Oh ! the Devil poor man was ne're ſocroſt 
When God knows what thoſe Rowar: Bulls had 


| [ colt, 
Lo! ſuddenly they vaniſht, and were loſt, 


To Mulciber for ſtrange and curious Arms, 
Made with ſuch cunning magick [pells,& charms, 
To fright and fear, and do no further harms; 


Procuring of rich Cordials for the King, 
The which I jndg'd, the ſafeſt and ſureſt thing, 
Him to his bed, of longeſt reſt to bring ; 


For Blunderbuſs, or Croſs: bow, I count nought 
Becaule for ſecret ſervices they were bought ; 
Betides, werenot well manag'd as they ought: 


At many other charges I have been, 
For preſervation of the Duke and Queen, 
And (wearing things were never heard nor ſeen; 


For 2octor-ſhipand Salamanca Fees ; 
Where Piſtoles flew away as thick as Bees; 
Pox on their Univerſity degrees, 


For Ancient Books, that I in Z#gypt bought, 
From the fam'd Ptolemexs Study brought 
No Gyplie gibberiſh ones, as ſome have thought 


] bought in pair, the wity Gauzmen's works, 
The Holy League 'twixt Teckley, and the Turks 
With Marchiavel's, flate-niceties and querks, 


ww" A. -- 


All this, and more, I freely did disburſe, 
For th' Nations good out of my privy purſe 
And never thought my {el} a groat the worſe. 


But this is nothing to a thouland more, 
Good ſervices, that [ have ſtill in ſtore, 
Such as the Devil himſclf, ne're did betore. 


The many famous deeds that I have done, 
Since I the Kingdoms mighty work begun, 
Have made Ketch half as rich as (quire Dur z 


What Tongue can tel] with how much cunning 
I did contrive my Plot inevery part, ( Art 
Of which the Torzes ſhould have felt the ſmart. 


For whom T liſt, of It I could accuſe, 
If to compound with me they did refuſe, 
I {wore good Chriſtians to be Turks and Jews : 


The Jeſuits I ſet like any Spanniel, 
To do their Work I hada ready Pannel, ſ Flannel 
That ſcarce would give them time to buy them 


L watch'd for Priefts,as Cat doth watch for Mouſe 

At midnight, Low-belJhag from houſe to houle, 

Though here each night I'm forc'd to hunt for 
[ Louſe. 


I rail'd at th' Privy Counci), and at Scrogs, 
And call'd them damn'd confounded Popiſp dogs, 
Cauſe they'd not hang all thoſe which I calld 


Rogues. | Thoſe Iſh 
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Thoſe were my golden days, my days of Power, 
When Great ones fear'd me , when I ſent each 
At leaſt a ſcore to Newgate,and the Tower 3 [ hour 


I made them tremble at my very word, 
Which did the work as ſure as any Sword, 
Though now 'tis no more valued than a T— 


Then was I ſtout, as I St. George had been, 
At th' Commons Bar to ſtick I ne'r was ſeen 
Of Treaſon to accuſe Lord, Duke or Queen, 


| | No man durſt thwart me, with delire of pelf, 


I rag d and grew to ſuch a peeviſh Elf, 
Had the King vext me, I had peacht Himſelf; 


For at that time I'd brought things to ſuch a paſs, 
In open Court, I'd bid 'em kiſs my A—— 


But now the times arechang'd Alas! Alas! 


I was by moſt Sir Reverenc'd and reſpected 
From Popiſh Treaſons by my Guards proteQted, 
Tho now like Rogue I'm \ligted and neglected, 


Each word that from my ſacred lips then fell, 
Received were as holy Oracle, 
Tho'now they ſay 'twas all the craft of Hell. 


IRuld and Reign'd in mighty pomp and ſtate, 
Whilſt in the Houſe my Lords and Maſters fate, 


] fturniſh'd them with buſineſs of debate. 
"Twas 
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'T was prety in thoſe days good faith toſte 
Your Popiſhly affe&ed Lords with Fee, 
And Cap in hand come ſneaking after me. 


They fear'd my very menaces and frown, 
Dreaded my anger more than of the Crown, 
For I could pull their lofty Stomachs down. 


1 was the Torzes Plague, their Iron Rod, 
[ huft the Biſhops, on their Miters trad, 
Swore What Lliſt, fear'd neither Man nor God. 


Juſt as 1 pleas'd, State-matters I'd diſpoſe, { Foes; 
Found the Kings Friends to be the Kindoms 
To ſmell out Traytors none had ſuch a Noe. 


I pointed out Men-worthy, Wiſe, and Juſt, 
Whom I thought fit for Offices of Trult, 
And told the King thoie were the men he muſt 


Advance, and thoſe great Officers of State, 
Well known againſt their good or evil fate 
Depended much on my politick Pate 3 


For thoſe that did not Romaniſts annoy, 
And their Adherents hated more deltroy, 
I thought it fit their places to enjoy 3 


But by Adherents,would you know what*s meant 
For'tis a word of very large extent, 
All thoſe whom we thought fit to circumvent. 


1 


I did adviſe the Kingdom todilgrace 


The next Succeſſor of the Royal Race, 
And toexalt a Baſtard in his = 


The King I Councel'd into better hands, 
To the Navy and the trained Bands, 
Content himſelf to live on his Crown-lands, 


T'leave Popiſh Councils, follow better courſes, 
Turn out his Guards, thoſe Mercinary Forces, 
Live privately, and keepa brace of Horſes, 


His Guards did terrifie good peaceful men, 
He might go live, and truſt himfelf with them, 
As ſafe as Daniel in the Lyons Den ; 


Idid commend him to the Commons care, 
Wilht him t'obey, by whiſpering in his Ear, 
The diſobedience of his Father dear. 


If he'd be wiſe, and rul'd by them no doubt, 
And turn his old and wealthy minions out, 
Soon all his buſineſs, would be brought about 3 


They'd give him money, or what elſe he pleas'd, 
When he his Subjects of their Yoke had eas'd, 
And every ſqueamiſh Conſcience was appeas d: 


. ? 'Q j , 
"Fs 3o0r 
I always pray'd for the Parliaments fitting, 
And that too as long as their Worſhips thought 
| [ fitting, 
Becauſe when they met, they minded ta 
[knitting. 


For had they ſat on I'was in fair hopes 
To have got an Eſtate by cutting of Throats, 
But now 1 ſhall never be worth Ten Groats. 


For I deſerv'd the Mannnor of Bobbing, 
For Plarliament bufineſs and other jobbing, 
As well as a Thief a Halter for Robbing. 


The next good ſervice that I did the Crown, 
Was topoſleſs the Country and the Town, 
They'd ne're be ſafe till Monarchy came down: 


That Monarchy unjuſtly ſtill bereaves | 
Of Liberty, and makes poor Subjecs Slaves, 
And is upheld by prating Fools and Knaves - 


To proveit by example, I did chuſe 
Some Stories of the old Rebellious Jews, 
With ſome late Manuſcripts of Doftor Hugh's, 


For in thoſe days when Iſrael had no King, 
Without controll, men might do any thing, 
| Live merily, and go t'Heaven in a String, 
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I oft did from the lofty Pulpit ball, 
And (not obſcurely) hinted to them All, [ Fall. 
To truft not much,fome Great Ones at White- 


I told Defigns were hatching many years, 
On both ſides whiſper'd Jealouſfies and Fears, 
In hopes they d fall-together by the Ears: 


I rais'd up Storms and Tempelts in the State, 
That threatn'd all the Ship with dreadful Fate, 
In hopes I (ſhould be Choſen Maſter's Mate, 


For why, my Skill in Plotting was ev'n ſuch, 
That I had learn'd of the Neighbouring Dutch, 
That at the choice the Saylors would not grutch; 


By their own Compaſs Imy courſe would ſteer 
FromPop;hh Shoals,and Sands,ſtill keeping clear, 
Nor lofty Rocks of Tyrany come near. 


But Oh! the Fates! «he Tempeſt was deſcry'd, 
The jealous Maſter all the matter ſpy 'd, 
And | was inthe Hold iait bound and ty.d, 


I had a Poſt each moment ſent from Hel, 
A nimble Spark, that new my Genius well, 
With expreſs Orders purpoſely to tell, 


And teach me every thing that's done above, 
Or underneath the mighty Throne of Jove, 
And all his pains was purely far my fove. 


For 
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For by this means T knew of things tocome, 

As well as what in elder times was done ; 


And by it all my former Credit won, 


For in thoſe days who was ſogreat as [? 
Or could ſo foon ſtrange Myſteries eſpy ? 
'Twas almoſt death to give me but the Lye. 


| I told the Parliament, how that the Queen 
After the murder'd Juſtice She had ſeen, 

Made a low Courtefie to Hil, and Greer. [ ta'en. 
And thankt, them kindly for the pains they'd 


(aw the Duke; in Parliament 1 ſwore, 
I did believe through fixteen Doors, and more, 
Communicating with the Romwaw Whore. 


I call'd him ſtubborn Rogue, that ne're would 
[ bend, 

And told them plainly he was not their Friend, 

Therefore advis'd them to contrive his end. 


I workt it ſo, for all his great Commands, 
I made him glad to ſcape out of their hands, 
By ſhifting for himſelf in foreign Lands. 


I rav'd and went on, and was't not prety 
To accuſe the _ in the ſecret Committee, 
And jeer him at Elubbs and Cabals 1th" City. 
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I wander'd how brave Engliſh Heroes cou'd 
Be Rul'd and Govern'd by the Jcortifþ Blood, 


Such Servitude I ne're eſteemed good. 


Therefore their indignation to appeaſe, 
If that they'd iſſue forth a Writ of Eaſe, 
I'd ſerve't on Him when their Honours pleaſe. 


I taught the people that ſince Babel-Tower, 

From them alone Kings did derive their power, 

Whom if they pleas'd they might change every 
| [ hour. 


From Club to Club made drunk where e're I, 
[ came, 

I loudly rail'd againſt the STUARTS Name, 

And did their Fathers Perſecutions blame. 


I made Diſlenting Saints believe that He 
Deſign d tenſnare their Souls and Liberty, 
And on Him ſham'd the Ir;þ Maſlacre. 


I prais'd old Ne/ the Armies Bully-Rock, 
With thoſe good men that brought Him to the 

[ Block, 
Him above all that gave the fatal knock : 


I curſt the Fates of that unlucky day 

Wherein Old Rowley ſtrangely ſlipt away, 

And would not for his Friends at }/orceter ſtay. 
| Though 


a 
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I wiſht the Devil might th Popiſh Traytor chaok 
"That hid Him from us in the rotten O: N 
Which is as true a word as &'re I ſpoke 


A ſneaking Dog whole confcience was fo nice, 
A Thouſand pounds would not the V hief EntICH, 
[ would have don't for halt the money, twice 


With grief | celebrate that Fealit in 37y 
Which Tories call their great Thankigiving day, 
As for a Judgme nt then | taft and mray. 


Theſe are the Services I've done the Nato 
As1 fore- rTnnecer "3 NEW Reformation 
And to make way tor the Aﬀorzation ; 


For which | ſhy; ld to great preferment riſe, 
Rewarded and advanc'd =". the Zkie 
By th' keepers of the Fag/iſt Liberties. 


This to le true, Time would have provd my 
{waords, 

Better then Bar of Commons, or of Lords, 

By the fair Tryal of your Pikes and Swords: 


For as Retormers mult, I've wrought fome Wort 
: | ders, 
Which ſhould have been confirmd by Warlik:- 
> er, 
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Splits, 
I frighted three Kingdoms out of their Wits, 
And wade then tall into Convultion- fits. 


I made them on a ſudden fly to Prover, 
| For fear of Vountains falling from theAir,[ (pair, 
Which made {me ioft Pates, of their Brains di- 


Some choole to die by true Proteſtant Ropes, 
And ſome for tear of 7 @piſts, cut their Throatz, 
For which they were butio!ding unto Ogtes ; 


W.killt others frighied with the hideous cries 
Of Fairy Ainies hghting 1n the Skies, 
By gazing up, lolt both their Heads and Eyes. 


Some thought the Ifland was juſt running round, 
No itcady place of footing to be found, 
For fear they run away and left the ground, 


That Roman Canibals in furious mond, 
Wore coming to deſtroy thiProteltants brood, 
And eat ilicin all at once for want of food. 
Noman co ouldſel on Pillow lay down's head, 
As in ftu'i Senate learned ly Oaz (aid, 

Leaſt he mig7ht riſe witl's Throat cut in's Bed 


With Roman Pulls, Black-bills, and Smithfed 


Fot 
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| For as we are told by a deceaſed Squire 
.| Jn's Narratives of Maſſacres and Fire 


How narrowly we (cap'd the Fapiſts Ire : 


That they had made the great Veſuvian Hills 
Into Fire-balls as ſmall as Doctors Pills, 
And ſecretly convey'd them o're in Qnills : 


The Trayt'rous Jeſuits,and their curſed backers, 
Had made mount Ftrza in $quibs and Crackers 
To throw,& burn our Cloaths to Rags & Tatters 


All this was but a Tryal of my Skill, 
Like th' Exerciſe of Qnixot and his Mill, 


I was refolv'd to do more wonders [til] ; 


fl [raiſed forty thouſand of the Dead 


Souldiers that from their Camp laſt Age were fled 
And fed them under- ground with Ginger breac) 


Armies of Pilgrims I call'd out of Sp.iz, 
Embarqu'd in a Nut-ſhell ſafely on ic Main 
And in a trice convey'd them back again. 


| made a Prince that was of little Fature, 
With halfa word, a tail and comely C:icature, 
My very breath chang'd him in cvery tcature 


| rais'd up C'yges, robb'd him of his Ring, 

And by riat means convers'd with many a K10g 
wleccretly,Themitlves knew not the. ibing 3 

X. 2 
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[ beg d of Juno, Argus 5 head and eyes 
To place abroad mm Princes Courts for ſpyes, 
So that I knew of every Enterprize: 


I knew all mankind hving on the Earth, 
Set private marks upon them at their Birth, 
Which caus'd amonglt ſome people wondrous 
[ mirth; 
Though now and then | bawkt by Candle light, 
Pox on my ſences, and my duller (ight, 
Could not diſerna 5quire from a Knight. 


Theſe and a thonfand other pretty pranks 


F've play'd with men of all degrees and Ranks, 


For which 1 did expect {ome >-tter thanks. 


j little thought Gat this {weet Face of wine, 
Thitlooks fo hc a Reverend Grave Divine, 
Should come fo ſoon thro” Iron Crates to ihine. 


{ Gever dreamt of fuch rewards 8s thelz 
Whilſt that | liv'd in Palaces of ealc, 
Sporting with my prity Gammedss 

Tor 3d i thin Eanre and my Tovles 
var cd | thing my Lavours atida ny toyics 
Shoutd be rewarded in the common ja y1s, 


Twonld male a Felch-rman (wear, Guis plu 
{ her Nail 


fot 
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But Oh! ſee what the deſtinies have broug oht 

| ©O aſs; 
That folks at laſt ſhould "rebel ir © me i ſich AN Als, 
As to keep Colts with Oates inticad of Grais. 
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{ thought the Nation would have patd yp foore; 
for a reward have thrown me fomerhi 27 more, 
But now | ſee Lam decery'd full fore. 


As holy Muſſel-men dg count and write 
Their great Fegirz from their Prophets tight, 
When tor Rebellion he was Laniſh'd Quite, 


So may | date my work from that ſame day, 


My Yolifh Princely Patron run away, 


And left his people tn the mire and clay. 


Why did he not take me with him to dwell, 
When he embark'd for F/of2xd and for He FW e 


[ ne [TS (hall He a the IC naltf OQ is aft 2 36d well 


My mind long fince preſages dreadful things, 
Wh tortured cryes my Ears already rings, 


> 


GI # 


And thin! ezch man ſome fat: | ridings b F112 3. 
My Tongue that never fail'd me yet, now falters. 
| dream of nothing but of Hemp and Hulter, 

And frightful Vilions of the Rye-honjo Malzers. 


3210 # 


Methinks I ſce ſome of my Friends come o're, 
And becken to me from the Stygian Shore, 
AII pale, and wan, and welter'd in their gore. 


Methin{s I ſee each night ftern vengeance ſtand 
Over rvy head with naked Sword in hand, 
Threarning Eft Soons to rid me of the Land, 


Oft times I dream of thoſe bald gaſtly Pates 
O'th' Bridge, and Quarters o're the City Gates, 
Pitying(as 'twere my own)thoſe poor mens fates. 


And then [I fear, leaſt the juft Fates decree 
As a Rewaid for my Fidelity, 
The Do@Gor to adorn the Triple-Tree. 


——_ tA woody Aawnw Tec nd vw at 


But hang me Sirs, if e're you catch me there, 
When once I've brought my ſelf into the ſnare, 
{z verbo Sacerdotis I'll declare 


The truth of all and every thing I knew, 
Which will I'm ſure make many men look blew; 


Though I 1y'd living, dying Fil ſpeake true. 
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An account of an Apparitionthat appeared 
wo TITUS OATES. 


\ Ome night laſt paſt, as1 ( accurſed) lay, 
Tumbliog and Toſling, wiſhing long tor day; 


Jult fallen into a Sleep, 1 did Etpy rnye 


(Vethonghr) ſome frighttul Things approaching 
My trembling Bed : Tholt: who ar fictt am d, 
Were naked Men with ' rimſon Blood bi{-n-at 
Dragging their Bowels trayiing ut toi. Ys 
Their Brealts ript epen, wanted Hearts to jecl: 
They gently came and drew near wo my Bed, 
chew d what, & whothey were, but nouclinns {alc 


» 
% -— 


At which I then (though ne'r butore* turi'd rec 
I every Geſture you might plainly find, 

A Soul compos'd,and a well order'd nic | hah, 
They knew me not their Thought: did to27 raore 
Ther Eyes & Thoughts were hx' ubove the Sky 
But with true Conſort each did $i this bong 
0 Lord moſt Holy, Lord moje Juit, bow org 7 
Juſt following them, came Twolo cintc!; FAY 
As Matrimonial Bands had e're delipn'd 
For Man and Wife, (perhaps they (© might be.) 
The onedreſt-Man-like, r'other contrary ; 

The Robes he wore were of 2 Scart? dye, 

O7 Alpet Reverend, full of Gravity - 
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;ofe right Hand fait held ( 
ook, Intitu; Ea, SOT, b; the Faw. 

or Diels as Vej tal Nans ate made ts wear, 
n Head to Foot, did purely Wit: 
Whoſe Eyes S Were Cover'd With {tlie brief 
Inter right Hand 1 Naked Sword was dr 
Ponted towards me, at which I tiembled mc 
Then 4t i} Ee Bleeding fight | (aw bcio 

Amt he | knew me, {ne did boldly come, 

ir d { r Confehenehy ] reply'd, from home ; 
long ? Tag, 
Oe very # does» it A £ with Ale to dw ell, ; 
, k { thought 
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ul 27 | can reveal, 
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? 
But I riore miſerable far than He \ 
Who dare not do whatnone will do [oi me £5 
Ungratejul F. ctch Where 5 thy CGivility | $ 
You know that lately, might I had my Will, p 
And Cor mijpes and PBetbets Sher ifts (tz1l, 4 
| wou'd þ aVe {WON whillt [eath had Power to{ 
And was iG all Superlatively ill. . {| Kill 
For I, more fierce 5 4s all the Devils, kin 
And trove to turn tol bags all the World : [fire 
For which Im Plagy'd,and Burn with more than 
By the ttrict ve ngcance of the Almiedhtie s Ire 
To Hcaven | dare not look that Glorious Throne 
Did evermore my Fatefol Crimes difown. 
Th Infernal Spirits ſeem to dread me too. 
Or envy that my (rimes d1d theirs ont- do. 
Profcrib'd by all, I here wretched ſhall T flye s 
To hid UIMy Guilt from GOD's Alt. Fad © Frye 
——— Pi hold, have I] nor read 
Pythacoras Faith, and what th' /'gyptians (a1d 
Of 7r anſoigr along of the Soule of Mes. 
Into ſome Birds or Beaſts, alas! what then * 
Where may [| ſearch ? for either Beat or For! 
Deſerves the Plague of ſach a Loaded Sou) - 
What Land er ſo accurſt as to produce 
So fol 2 Crontiors tolfoftou! a ie, 
Unlets per haps ON th Lf t Unb, itlow Pe Gyomu! 2”: 
Where my [ earn'd Tutor dy'&.tuch may bs tomy 
If that proves true, hv Titus thou art bleſt, 
hnd ;n that hope, accuried Oyrgs take relt, 
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_ A Paradox againſt Liberty, Written by 
the Lords, during their Impriſonment 
in the Tower. ; 


Priſon, or the Iſle, are much the ſame ; 

They onely differ in Conceit and Name, 
As Art the firſt, Nature Immures the laſt ; 
One!y 1th larger Mold her Figure's caſt. 
All Iſlanders are1n a Priſon pent, 
And none at large, not thoſe o'th' Continent. 
Each Mariner's a Priſoner in his Bark. 
The living World was priſon'd inthe Ark. 
And though it be abroad a days ; the Light 
S:ill lodges in the Priſon of black Night. 
The Sea it (elf, is to its bounds confin'd, 
And F7oluz in Caves thut up the wind - 
Nothing in nature has ſuch vaſt Extent, 
But 15 1mpriſon'd inits Element. 
The Filnin watry Dungeons are inclosd ; 
Men, Beaſts,and Birds,to Earth and Ayr diſposd. 
It to eniarge their narrow bounds, they (trive, 
The tata] freedom rarely they lurvive. 
And as with them, we hope with Us 'twill be, 
When from their Priſons took, Death ſets them 

| free. 


Man 


Man can no more a native "I boaſt ; 

That J-wel ne're was found, ſince firſt 'twas clot 

Twas then traniported to the Stygian Coalt 

But (till there's ſomething which we do eſteem, 

Onely becaule 'tis like the poliſh't Gem, 

And this we Freecom call g its credit grows 

From a falſe ſtamp, the guilded outfide ſhows : 

Which a varitious Man attempts to get, 

Cheated and ruin'd with the Counterfeit. 

Like Children, Soapy-Bubbies they purſue, } 

And the fantaſtick Vifon, take for true ; 

But whillt they think bright forms they do em- 

Ixion-like, they fiad a cloud 1'th' place. [ brace, 

Conſent of Crowds exceeding credit brings, 

And ſeems toſtampTruths Image on falſe things, 

Not what's areal good, but what does ſeem, 

Still (ſhares the blind and popular eſteem, 

Whilſt Senſe and fancy over-rule their choice, 
And Reaſon in th' Election has no voice. 

Bur Souls in vain have Reaſons Attribute, 

If tothe Rule, they cannot Senſe ſubmit. 
Hence the Heriock mmd makes no complaint, 

But freedom does Enjoy, even in reſtraint. 

When Chains and Fetters do their Body bind, 

He then appears more free, and leſs confin'd. 

Diſcord and Care, which do diffrat him here, 

In durance take their leave and come not there. 

Falſe Friends and Flatt'rers,then take laſt adieu 

W ho often ſwore how faithful] and how true, 

Things their diſhoneſt boſoms never kne = \ 

ele 
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Theſe like the Swallows, in cold weather flye; 

A Summers fortune onely dravs them nigh, 

Flatt'rers a fort of fatal} Suckers be 

Which draw the Sap «ll they deſtroy the Tree, 

Fair Virtne to their 'Obt! icks when they bring, 

Seems a deform d and antiquated thing. 

Vice they commend, whilſt Vertue 1s deſpts d ; 

The blackelſt by thele Negroes molt are pris'd. 

Theſe flaves to Vice, dohug o hard and long, 

Till like the o'refond Ape, they kill their Youn 

Ambition 1n the Mind's a Feveriſh Thirtf, 

Which is by drinking dryer than at Firſt : 

And theſe will feed the humour il] 1t bu ft; 

When P: ira ſites the Arbiter are made. 

They ! P 1ce the Garland on a Bead!ant's head. 

Riot, Exceſs, and Pleaſure car' the Day, 

And I uſt the worſt of 1 yrants }bears the ſway 

At whoſe black Throne they b] ind —_ 

| PaY 

Moroſe and doll they do account the Crave ; 

And the Vicelt-man fir only for a Slave 

The Bumble oft a Nature poor and baſe; 

The Chait, tprung a dull infipid Race ; 

And jemperance, « Gallant's chict diſgrace, 

In Ve! mivgrarls the great Mane Vice they dreſs, 

{3ving 1 names With | foune F of Worthineſs 

They cail ins Pride the Graniduer of his mind,) 

Andf for his [ft th es Fents they | nave defigpn'd 
: a compiilaiit Ayr, that makes men kind ) 


PrGgG. 
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Profanencfs is his Wit; and his Exceſs 7 
X 
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By a Gay janty homo: they expreſs ; 
All his Debauches tgo mult be no leſs. I 
Thus they lap ruin up, and guild our Crimes 
. But Vice deſtroys, like Ivy, where it climbs 
I3 us the dangrous ſtate th' Ambitious ſte 
Of Greatnels, Avarice, and Flatterie. 
Gifts, Honour, Office, Greatneſs, Grace of Kings, 
Raiſe the Ambitious Upon rreach'rons wings. 
Till from the migtity higats they giddy grow, 
And faii into the Ruin ilyes below. 
[t che firſt fail, which 40 ſupport our ſtate, 
The laſt our fall ferve io percipitate. 
This with to dear Experience we bave bought, 
And learnt 2 Letion, whica too late was taught. 
Proſperity s + Drug that mult be tane 
CorreGed, (Opium hike) or cile 'tis banc 
A more [ethargick quality's iN her, 
Than ev er yet in Opinre dig appear. 
Her {aral Poyton to the Mina ſhe (ends, 
And uncors«tt, in ſure deltruction ends 
Whilſt in the way her gui) ded inares the 3: 
- aſie and crcdulous Man ſhe foon butyays 

Who ces her Rotes and her Lilies nere 
but ker concealed Snakes den never tvar, 
Profpcrity 5 repaſts pull up the Mind 
Vith nafubſtantial and univbolelome wild 
is 4 flauls-C 5 nj whinct bb £ 'p (41 5s (10 vITGA 
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But when Affliction moulds your dayly bread, 
'Tis then the (taff of Life with which ſhe's fed. 
Affliction (hike the River Nile) beftows 

Her fruitful bleſſings whereſfoe're ſbe flows : 
And it when (he withdraws,ftrange Serpents riſe - 
Not in her ſtreams, but in Soy], it lyes. 

Which Clike the great Apollo) ſhe ſtrikes dead, 
By the ſame Influence they firſt were bred, 

Ic ſhe return, and ſhew her hidden head. 

Great minds (like the victorious palms)are wont 
Under the Weights of Fortune more to mount. 
Strongly ſuppreſt, and hur''d upon the ground, 
Fill'd with ſublimer thoughts they more rebound 
S:1!l careleſs whether Fortune ſmile or frown, 
Whether ſhe give, or take away a Crown. 
Our Walls are Tyded, and by that we know 
She always ebbs, when ſhe doth leave to flow, ;- 
And conltant in Inconl{tancy does grow. ) 
Make an attacque ail Injuries that can, 

They fall like Waves beneath a rifing Swan. 
Freed and (ecur'd trom all diſcordant Care, 
Here. we our heads above the billows bear, c 
Til! from our ſhoulders they tranſplanted are. 
And from their ſummits, with dum gapes pro- 
Of a Quincumvirat the trait'rous ſhame. | claim 
But during all this Storm, we (till do find e 
Ani'Anchor and 2 Haven 1nour Mind, | 
Not beaten now, though then expos'd to th' J 
As Nightingales,our boſons we expoſe, | Wind 
And ing, environ'd with the tharpeſt wors, 
Les 


/ 


uu | 
he, 
Degraded from vain Honour, here we grow 
More great and high, as Trees by lopping do. 
Honour's like froth in each Man's glaſs of Beer ; 
'Tis leaſt of uſe, though topmoſt it appear; 
The common Vouchee for ill a&ts ſhe's grown ; 
It and Religion all our Miſchiefs own. 
She raigns in Youth with an unruly heat, 
And in her falſer Mirrour ſhews them Great, | 
Till Age and Time convince them of the cheat. 
Raſh heads approve what ſober Men deſpiſe, 
And the fantaſtick Gaib offends the Wile ; 
She rarely now 1s (zen but in Diſguiſe, 
True Honour and plain Honelty's the ſame z 
From various Dwellings, comes the various 
| [Name : 
For whilſt ſhe gay in Courts, ſhe's Honour there, 
But Honeſty with Us in Durance here. 
In differing States, molt things have difference : 
What pleas'd this day, the next offends the 
| { Prince. 
The Proſperous loath what the Afflicted love ; 
Priſoners abhor, what free they did approve. 
And ſtill there's power 1n each Mans choice to 2 
| make, 
Himſelf content, if he can wilcly take, | Stake. 
And think his own (though hard) a happy Y 
In evry (tate does ſome Contentment dwell, 
And here we find a Pallace ina Cell. 
Good is good ev'ry where, and ev'ry thing, 
And good can of ut {c]{ no eyil bring. 
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All zo0d's a raye of the firſt Light alone, 1M 
When I! approaches, only that's Oourown, Be 

0 WP: = k 

Vertn's not gain'd by ſpending of our days 0 
In pleature, Princes Courts, or from the Rays, | O 
Art Vertue's Coaſt by Travel we arrive, 'C 
And ſo by Travel Virtue's kept alive. M 
She dwindles if ſhe want(due Exerciſe ; '\'In 
But us'd, grows brighter and (till multiplies, |, B 
Virtue increaſes, Snow-ball-like, rowl'd on: bY 
A lazy Vertuc's next of kin to None. 1A 
Pris'ners indeed they be, that do lay by I's 
At once their Fredom and their Indultry. Si 
It Men turn Drones within their hony'd Hyves, V 
It lyes ith Pris'ners heart. and not his Gyves. «. | T 
The good grows better here, the bad grows T 
worte , { Horſe. . | 1 
The Spur that makes this go, does jade that | V 
Hence the great'(t part 3re male-content and ſad | A 
Since that the Good are fewer then the bad. F& 
A Blifs that {prings from penetential joy, l 
Is the Minds balſome 1n each ſharp Annoy ; C t 
Fools only their own Comfort do deſtroy \ 
To this Reatrement we can freely go, g. |\ 
"Tis the preat!h pace of Majelty below : \ 
Or ftirriog out imports the World to know: / 
The Goelcr's Centinc! to guard our Doors, 1 
And Caſtles are conain'd 1th narrow Floors. | \ 
More happy and mort fafe, fecur'd from Foes, | | 
2140 £3070 whom Troops of Enconcs encloſe | ; 
| 
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| Much more as Pris'ners, our high bliſs we boaſt, 


Being (ecur'd from ſuch a mighty Hoaſt 


| Of deadly Foes, ſo fierce with wrath & might, 
Ourſelves fo feeble, and unfit to fight 

1'Gainſt the black band of vicious and Profane, 
Who thouſands doundo in each Campain. 

''In the Aſſault, we ſeldom brook the Field. 

|, But flye like Hares, or elle like Cowards yield. 

:): Yet this the World elteems an hard cſtate, 
{And Us, who feel it, count unfortunate: 

| Shew then, Philoſophy ! the (tate wherein 


Such Safety, and ſo much content 1s ſeen, 
Wherein Jeſs rugged or itcep hind rance lyes, 
Tobltruct the Path unto PerteCtion's prize, 


| The ulefu] Rod's only bound up for this, 
; To whip and laſh the Childiſh on to Bliſs ; 
| Who ſullenly refuſe the Rod to kiks, 


| 


| Cut early from the Loom by Death, or late. 


And fo the Bleſſing in the Whipping mils. 
Some, like the Whale, only deſizn'd to play 


In fruitleſs pleaſures, drive the flz ing day; 


As Boys with Clackers drive the Lent away. 
Whilſt here, we ſtop the hours of time, ther 
With Contemplation'snobler Exerciſe. [flyes, 
Maugre all Goals,think we e'rc lung mult dye, 
And then enjoy an endleſs Liderty 3 

Death will redeem from long Captivity. : 
| Man's Life's a Piece ſpun ofa various Thred : 
In ſome 'tis fine, in ſome a cou: {cr Web, 

The Threads acroſs, th' Oc-urrences of Fate, 


Y The 
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The Dread of Kings,Death,does not us diſmay; 
To Dye's leſs then be Tantaliz'd each day. 
What Man complains, with Wearineſs oppreſt, 
That Night is come, the only Time to Reſt ? 


The laſt Speech of Sr. Edmundbury God. 
frey's Ghoſt. 


Before your Frenzy Wits, fall into rage; 
Look here ? Who Vindicates the Royal Stage. 
Godfrey's brave Spirit, doth this day appear, 
Tremble ye now tor Anger, or for Fear. 

His ſhorthy Ghoſt, that courted Sacred good, 
Has paſt the dangers, of the Stygian Flood ; 
Left the Elizian Shades, by ſtrict commands, 
To ſee once more how this poorCuntrey {tands. 
But to our ſhame his grieved Soul doth find, 

( Lunatick Zeal) with us hath been too kind, 
And (truck his Loving Fellow Subjects Blind. 
He fears our Diſobedience to a Prince, 

Whom Heaven protefted,Che can the World 
convince,) [ ſince. 
From Zealous rage ; and Traytors hands long 
He ſecs & fears that in-bread Wars are coming 
By Zealous Prayer created, Preach'd by _— 

oly 
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Holy long- winded, Fervent, Picus men, 
Who ſeem as innocent as the prety [/rez; 
But if well try'd, we ealily may find, 
They unto none, but themleives are kind ; 
Envy all happineſs, but what's their o:vn, 
Have humble out-fides, inwardly o're-grown 
With Pride, Ambition, and Self-interctt ; 
Longing with Crowns themſelves for to inveit. 
for what 1s Monarchy, to them that (ay, 
They are all Mozarchs, that zealouſly can pray ? 
He ſees foul threatnings, and inteltine Thunder, 
The 7Y{agnes of eating Swords, Domeſtich ' Inn- 
Foretels the Fathers ſtriking of his Sons, [| ders 
Who without mercy, on the old S$;re runs; 
Sees the Sons baſe Revenge upan the Father, 
Who never leave, til all lie dead together ; 
Friend kiiling Friend, a Brother fights a Brother, 


wh 
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| And ſpares his own blood leſs than any other. 


Awake, awake, I lay awake betimes, 

before your Souls feed on ſuch He!lhih crimes; 
Let your o:vn reafon clear your blinded eyes, 
Let ſad experience, baniſh ſuch Tr-gedics 5 
And as you older are, (till grow more wile. 
beware thole Tor ffers, that have tzugiht your 


Teals, | heals, 
Firſt to Dethrone your Piince { whom Cod 


Then brings Deſtruftion,to your Puvlick Weals 


For doubtleſs ſuch baſe Principles as thele, 
Cannot,but muſt the Heavenly Power Daibleale ; 
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Godfrey's fore griv'd-Ghoſt, weepsBloody Tears, 

Seeing you drawn into Jealuulics and Fears, 

To act thoſe things, whichmurdering ſorrow bears 

I irſo lon? lince, that you have forgot, 

Can you (ov (von walh out that Royal Spot, 

Of Sacred Innocent Blood, bring back to mind, 

Murd'ring the J7re, then totne Son be kind, 

And ſay again your Zcal had made y ov bl:nd. 

L<t no Religions { logh your Boies cover, 

And under That Both Prince and Country Smo- 

[ ther, 

To make your ſelves more hatcfu], & leſs good 

Then / ucifer and his Rebellions Brood. 

But ſt: rving(with this DitIcrencein the thing,) 

Fhey (gain their Heavenly —— [ King. 

Fut you, both *gainſt your Heaven & Earthly 

Nay e'n a King {o good, {o {weet, (o great, 

Makes all your joys and Hppinels Compleat: 

Them only are excepted, that you ſce 

Fain would be Aonaurci's, Kings as well as He. 

Let not your Loving Godfrey longer weep, 

But let his weary Ghoſt retire to ſleep ; 

Who never can have reſt, unleſs he t1nd, 

Your Souls more Loyal, to your Prince more 
[ kind ; 

FEndeavouring ſtill to tmitate thoſe Quires, 

Ihat wich thor Harps, and tlearts, and Sacred 


{ Uyres 
Sin2 to their Heavenly King, who can alone, 
5:t Whom he plealcs on an Earthly Thione. 


Ad- 
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Advice to the Painter's Ad-wiſer. 


E Does and [ ions by their Voices know, 
For by their Notes themſelves all ( rea” 
[ twres (how ; 
| Yet here's a Thing I know not what to call, 
He roars and {/ arks : ; What's Good he cures all, 
| No Monſter that ere yet trom Africk came, 
| but what would ſtart at thy prodigious Fame 
| Yet we thy Name nor Pedigree can tell, 
| Thou dar'(t Þ/2ſpheme beyond the Months of Fell. 
| What thail I call thee, Alonſter or baſe Fiend, 
| That canit daul Zaper to fo baſe en end? 
 Unmouth that Tomewe, mangre its double Pale, 
(Fit Inſtrunzent to tell the Devils Tale) 
Which dar'd blaſpheme that Sacred Majeſty, 
The voice of Arg-ls joy'd to Nettie. 
Foul Traitor, to-belpatter luch a king 
With th! Alpiſh Poiſon of thy {lJande:ing, 
Whole ev'ry Action (if the Truth we ſcan,) 
peaks as much God, as his Foes tind him Afar ? 
AFrince fo tender of his 6u5j-ds Gord, 
; As would redeem the meanctt with his Blood 3 
| Feavens Joy, Earths Fride ; when After-age hall 
[rel 
| His JVorth and Parts, "twill want a Parcllcl. 


{ 
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[vt Creece and Rome their Heroes Prunics call, 
5 dur Charles the Great, I'm ſure outdoes them all. 
-uift 7 aitiff, thy ſharp Arrow, bitter word, 

C 34 n more than Furop S many edged Sr ad 
:cavens look to't, he that attempts fo high 
A+ Pie God ( harles, threats Gienatomachy. 
he that ſtabb'd fam'd 17ill.zin's Duke ot yore, 
b; y | Prac tice at his P;zFnre did no more. 
t (Oh! the De-v3l) lee the Serpent flies 
To his fi: ſt courſe, he doubles his Adwice 
Toa poor Painter, to draw This and That, 
And draws himſelf into the Lord knows what, 
Even tothole Prats of fin we bluſh to own, 
We bring to others doors, and lay them down, 
But (pox upon his FifFure, ) to be ſhort, 
The wary [ite could. have no colouy for't ; | 
Elie F/e// had paid the Wages of th' abulc, 
His Q:id/ibet audiendi'sno excule. 
Rings fulings (it they are any) ought not lie | 
An open Troſp:& tor the Valgar Fye. | 
He that drew Alexander's (carry Face, 
Ditcrcetly put his Finger on the place - 
But wheres the A7ztift that can frame a Line, | 
Po Shadow or Fclipſe the Glorious Shrine 
Or ( barles's Ray ; what Ezgle- Fe can gaze 
On lo much Sz, or fully ſucha Blaze. 
/lyſtrious ith' Abſtradt, whoſe each Glance 
Would ſtrike Preſumption out of Countenance 3 | 
Mucl 1 leſs can any draw Ms Treaſur d Mind, 
£0 Every Noble Virtuous Mood inclin'd ; - | 
Ne 
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, | Unblemiſhd as the Saints, the Sur leſs clear 
1]. | In that firſt Sh;me which Summerd all the Tear : 
Our Painters well knew this, whoe're read ore 
A Face more puzling Art, a mind much more. 
h | Then, Devil do thy worſt, with thy Advice, 
Charles and his Court are 'bove thy Calummies. 
e, | Powers and Dignities approach the Skies, 
Like Ships the more the Waves do under riſe. 
' But 'tis not each Gods Fate alone, elſe why 
| Do Miſereants (light the Angels Miniſtry ? 
Ours is but little Jower, one remove, 
| Vicegerent to the King of Kings above. 
| The belt are ſtil] the moſt malign'd with wrong, 
irtue's no fence againſt a ſpiteſul Tongue 3 
| Heis the Object of his Prophanation. 
| 
Tho! pure as new fall'n Sow, free from offence, 
As blameleſs Truth, and white as Innocence. 
| His breath blaſts thoſe, whoſe breath perfuming 
Air, - 
Makes all (fave that) as ſweet as they are fair, 
| Unbicter'd bitterneſs it ſelf of all, 
| Earth's Heavenly few, the moſt ngelical, 
But Vice be dam'd, thou art like one of thoſe, 
, Whogiddi'd in a Ship at Sea, ſuppoſe 
| The Continent doth move as well as they, 
All tread awry to thoſe whoſe Feet arc (p/ay. 
; | f (tho our thoughts are free) we mult not think 


| Ilof the King 3 he that ſhall black his Ink, 


| 


[ 
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And pale his Paper with words, ſtattles more, 
Than, / ord, have mercy, chaik'd upon tne door, 
To traduce Princes in the {hapes of (in, 

Wile Painters chooſe to draw the Zlewil in ; 
Theſe are the z2arks 015 £feaſis, who calts aneye 
Onthoſe Cas on a aft/isk ) mull die. 

The Blecha Pilgrims at their Prophets Tomb, 
INced nothing e!ſe to make them blind or dumb, 
Here now my mufe would fit as Judge at laſt, 
f.nd Sentence pals on every Sentence palt ; 

But he's not worth the while, Avant, be gone; 
Yet hilt attend thy BenediGion. 

Thon that darſt own, and doſft deftre no Name, 
Fut what is Regiſtred to endleſs ſhame, 

Z ive long in all the Plagnes this World affords ; 
Ard if thou wilt repent aud eat thy words 
Tochoakthee ;, or, togiv2 the Dewil's due, 

7/1: Hang-man draw thee, and thy Painter 7oo, 


The Hypceritical Chriſtian ; or the Con- 


enticle Citizen, 


A EI! for a carcful foreſight, ſober wit, 
| Give me 2 Godly, zealous, IFhiggiſh Cit. 
He twice a] ech to (onmnticle walks, 

Where bawhng,cauling #reacher Nonſenſe talks 
H- (iqueami!{h Foo!) tor Orthodox Divine 
N.rccarcs; baile he cannot £0), and Whin: 


H: 
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Helikes a Tubſter with his down caſt Face, 
His Comic Poſtures, and his damn'd Grimace. 
But hates the Rev'rend Clergy of the Town, 
Diſdains with Pride a Plpzteer in Gown. 
And every Parſon Dr. Crape he'l call ; 

Like I. ad of late at Merchant-Taylors- Hall. 
Whoſe ſneaking looks his Principles betray'd, 
It was a (ly, ſtarv'd Whig in Maſquerade, 

A ſtingy perjur'd, faithleſs Renegade. 

The Godly #nppet came (hefaid) to ſee, 
And know the Humour ot the Company, 

But the Glut'nous Aſs he was ſo naſty, 

Hew'd down the I/alls of the Ver ſon-Paſty: - 
To come to's Roſt; Alas ! the Tarts and Pyes, 
To's Eſtrich-ſtomack fell a Sacrifice. 

His Appetite was keen for all's pretences, 

He pleas'd his Eye, and (urfeited his Senſes. 
Then all the generous Gueſts traduces, 

VVith flurring, dirty, pitiful abuſes. 

Becauſe they drank a Loyal Health or two, 
He calls them Popiſh, Toriſh drunken Crew. 

A parcel of mean ſordid Lads there were, 
VVho he was certain near eat Buck before. 
For ſuch abuſes let the Lad beware, 

And ſo let pimping, Whiggiſh Harry Care. 
VVho's Tugging daily to Promote the Cl avs, 
To Thwart all Juſtice, and make null the L aws. 
One Ignoramus-man (lays he) at leaſt, 

I5 able to puichaſle all that were at Fealt. 


All 
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All their Eſtates in-equal Ballance Jai'd, 

By one IV hig- Tary-man's would be out- weigh'd. 
Faith! Harry's very generous; he pratcs 

As tho he really knew all mens Eſtates. 

Poor Mr. Chriftian's dead,and the Dukes Grace, 
May give to Harry his old Stewards place. 

For he's a Godly, Honeſt Man, and true, 

And do's deſerve his place, and Pill'ry tov. 

His too hot Zeal for Teckley Reformation, 

In broaching Falſhoods, t'embroil the Nation ; 
The greateſt Truths that publiſhed can be, 

By Hodge ; are Story's and damn'd Ribaldry 
If it with his and Gotham's diſagree, 

The Dukes young Davghter could not live 'twes 
'Twzs (oinfirm a Child, and fince 'tis dead. | ſaid 
The Sercnading Crew, for all their ſqueaking, 
VVere Thieves, and did intend Houſe. breaking. 
Contriv'd with's Grace, a black and diſinall /{/ar, 
To batter him with Fiddles and Guittar, 

The Inſtrument of Death, a ſinall Rechorder, 
AndFiddle Stick, and Pipe to do the Murder. 
The Chicheſter Informer took a Por, 

Toomuch of Brandy , and his Brains were hot. 
Broke Windows was a ſwearing drunken Sort. 

H' had wild Freaks, ungovernahle Paſſions, 


and dy'd (like Biſhop's Horſe) of the Faſhions. = 


The fine Prelatic Jade will ſure be Sainted, 
Yes, yes: If Paxters Book of Saint's reprinted. 
Then Cwrtis, Care with mighty Polander, 


Shall bave their Names in [//hig giſþ Calender. . 
An 
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And all who carry on the work o'th' Laird. 
Shall have a good and bountiful Reward. 

In this large Catalogue of Fools and Knaves, 
Come Leaden Conſtables with wooden Etaves. 
VVith Solemn Oaths they gravely can diſpenee, 
Thev have a (wingeing well ſtretcht Conſcience. 
VVho take up th' Office out of mighty Zeal, 

To ſupport their Brethren o'th' Common-weal. 

They toth' Brother-hood ſend holy Greetings, 

Acquaint them how they'l come t? moleſt th 

[_ Mectings. 

Then hey ! the Godly Flock's diſpers'd & gone. 

And all (like young Fledg'd Birds ) are quickly 
| [ Flown. 

The Preacher then with's Congregation, 

Give thanks for this great Preſervation ; 

And Orders that th' Thanks of the Howſe be ſent 

To Godly Conſtable for's good intent. 

O ! what will not Men do, if this they dare, 
To Affront Juſtice ? and themſelves Forſwear 
To Oblige a few, and ſuch © Faction pleaſe, 
Who in this Goverument were ne re at eaſe. 
Thus Officer,(though gravely Sworn)Collogues, 
Calls I/ilton Fool, and all th' Informers Rogues. 
Though he hathVarrants with him,that's ail one, 
In ſpite of F aws, he Executeth none, 

'Tis ſfirange, ſuch Meetings cannot filenc'd be, 
Where Preacher bawls fo much for [ iberty, 
And boldly talks of SubjeFs Property. 


Q1}! 
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Oh ! Horrid Inſolence ! can Juſtice ſleep > 
Not fee ſuch Vermin into Corners creep ? 
Seduce poor Women, and on (3t impoſe, 

Draw him through Zogs of Error by the Noſe. 
Tell tim of Plots, and great Deſigns, forſooth 
All which the Cred'lous Ct ſucks in for Truth: 
That ſev'ral Jeſuits were up and down, 

In cloſe Cabals, for to enſflave the Town, 

It was not long agoat Lor mers Hall, 

That Youngſters did for Magna (C harta Bawl, 
And (like F'ugh Peters) with new ttrange Alarms 
Bid *em beware, ſtand ſtify to their Arms + 
To quit themſclves hke Men, be Stiony & Stout, 
Secure their Perlous, and the Tories Rout, 
What ! lofe the Priviedge of Chuling Shr:-2es, 
Why North anJ /tich will prove two deadly 
| Thieves. 
They'l rob you of your TJury's here at home, 
And make you fil ſad Victims unto toe. 

Then itil] oppole the Polls of S.r John More, 
He hugs that Witch, the Babyloniſh Whore, 6 
Willnere your Native Liberty's reſtore, 

Be ready too, your Charter to ſecure, 

Who thoſe damn'd Qno-IFarranto's can't enluic? 

You lce that Oxford ftoutly doth Detie 

Such Irits 3 and will protect their / iberty. 

Noctruſt their Charter in the Han 1505 Kinz's, 

\Who'd bauktheir Urivildge,& clip their Wings. 

Then ({tand it out Boys (till, and (ill be Famous, 

(Lize Oxford Towns-Vien) for 0d Jenoramus- 

| ut 
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But I'm inform'd of late that //higgih Town 

Is Alter'd ſtrangely; and 1s Loyal grown, 2 
An Impudent Reſiſtance do's diſown. : 
The Charter they l Reſign for all the bawling, 
Ot Fooliſh Wright, and ſelf-conceited Pawling. 
To oppole the Z ogalifts the Whigs don't dare, 
The Youngſters laugh at dull Machine the Mayer 
Thus Honeſty , I hope, in vogue may be, , 
And Cit may find his long Joſt / oyalty, « 
And baul no more for Bugbear Property. 

May names of Parties and Diſtinions ceaſe, 
May FaGion fall, and Loyalty increaſe, C 
To Stabliſh here an Univerſal Peace. 

Vay Ct to hyrch devoutly go and Pray, 

And ne're deſpiſe a Godly-Homily. 

Ne're Meet thus in Unhallow'd Barns and Syyes, 
And blindly Oiter their Fools Sacrifice. 

Leave (it, thoſe Synagogues, and do Conform, 
Into the ( burches Brealt at laſt Return. 

Caſt ofi({or ſhameJthe Fatious Crew;you know 
How they Prophanely impudent do grow. 

fn Am'rous Prother late (o kind and tender, 
Did there with Siſter Publickly Ingender. 

The T reacher ſaw the ND AF of Grace, 

Saw the /ewdConple Tealoully Fribrace. 

He nodded, Frown'd, and gravely did Reprove, 
Their wicked Satyr's way, of Bruital Love. 
Hence forth he have a Smarter Rod in Pickie, 
For fuch Debacher's of's dear Conventicle. 


From 
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From ſuch Vile Cells as from Contagion flee, 

Such Deeds were ne're ſeen in Monaſt ry. 

Believe 1t (to th' Eternal ſhame of Meetings ) 

Nor in our Churches are {uch Carnal Greetings, 
Then prithee diſaffe&ed Cz Comply 

With Law ; and thow'lt enjoy thy Libertz. 

Securely live beneath thy Vine at eaſe, 

Thy Credit and thy Fortune will increaſe. 

Be Loyal, and defend the Kings Juſt Right, 

Ne're read a Factious Pamphlet with delight. 

Ne're teed on Horſe- fleſhznor read vain Diſcourſes 

'T wixt © haring-Croſs & your If ool-Church- Horſes 

Ne're have a Vicious thought 'gainlt Majcſtr, 

Bur Ict all Tre ifou-Talkers filenc'd be, c 

Thoſe Vermin that do girn at Monarchy. 

- Oppole their barking z and let the I/orld know 

You can be honeſt, if you would be fo. 

The Comet that appear'd did lure portend, 

That all your Factions here will have an end) 

And Z:alous Conventiclers will then amend. 


On the KiNGs moſt Happy and Mira- 
culous Deliverance at Newmarket. 

AQ Weapons proſper which are torm'd 'gainft 
[ Heaven, 

Or 1t1s Vicegerent Heavens peculiar Care, 
To whom are more then Vulgar Blcfſings given, 
And tice bas lav'd whom men more Crucl woud 
[ not ſpare. 
SUMEe 
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Some greater Genius him defends, 

By mighty means for mighty ends, 

And makes his Foes his Footſtool be, 
Or(what his Goodneſs more Delights to ſee) 


Makes them his Friends : 
| IT. 
Nor do we more Congratulate, 
The preſent ſafety of the State, c 
Then future Peace which we anticipate. 


Now Treaſonous Arts are ſo Expos'd to view, 
The Plots as foon as hatch'd are blaſted too. 
Popery's coming in they well might cry, 
Whoſe Methods wou'd fulfil the Prophecy. [pain 
Nor did they cheat the World who took ſuch 
The Jealoulics they rais'd ſhou'd not be vain. 
Firſt Arbitrary Power muſt down, 
(Meaning the Crown.) 
Then muſt ſome Minilter be in Diſgrace, 
Becauſe a Rebel wants his place. 
More Liberty the People crave, 
Yet know not how to ule that which they have. 
Next that Mens Propertics ſecur'd mult be, 
They'd made the King a Property, 
What monſtrous Bleflings wou'd aChange create 
Might Atheiſts mend the Church,and Knaves the 
State, 
But ſhall we twice be gull'd by one pretence ? 
With our Allegiance have welolt our Senſe 2 
Theſe very Tricks ruin'd us once betore, - 
Cuile of ſuch Arts which now are Aits no more 
All 
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All that is envy'd ſtill attend the Throne, 
And him that ſits Thereon. 
But when theſe Earthly Gods ſhall dielike Ven. 
Let only Nature then 
(Nature the Rule of himby whom Kings Reign) 
Appoint who next ſhall grace & truth Maintain. 
Many Names of Matchleſs Feroes of this Race, 
Diſtionguiſh happy times,till time it (elf ſhall ceaſe 


A Paſtoral upon the Death of her Grace 
the Dutcheſs of ORMoND. 


Dua nihil majus, melinſve Terris 
Fata denavere, beniq; Divi, 
Nec dabunt : Duamvis redeant in Aurum 
| Tempora priſcum, Horat. 


MYRTILLO. ALEXIS. 


MTRTTIE LO. 
F loaded Eye-lids, anda clouded Brow, 
Croſs'd Arms and riling Sighs, great Sorrow 
| ſhew ; 
And if one Friend may know anothers care, 
Why thele fad Marks does my Alexis wear ? 


ALEXIS. 
Alas, Myrtillo ! caſt thy eyes around, 
And tell me, what like comfort's to be found? 
ne 
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The Sun has not ſent forth one chearful Ray, 
But worn a Cloud of Mourning all the day. 
See how onr drooping I locks no Paſtures heed 
| But bleat about us, and neglet to feed! 
Let Natare lookin all her Orders ſad; ' 
Nor Emvuy dare to ſhew it, if ſhe's glad 1 
Since nothing, nothing now can Joy reftore, 
For Fate has firnck,, and Pyrcha #5 no more. 
MIYRTILLO. 
 Pyzrrha | for whom our daily vows we pay'd, 
' And beſt-lov'd Younglings on the Altar lay'd 3 
| For whoſe long Well-fare, Lite, and happy State, 
All grateful Pray'rs on the good Gods did waits 
' Whoſe Virtue Nymphs were taught to copy 
| [ young, 
For 'twas the Theme of ev'ry Shepherds Song : 
| Has Fate at laſt prevail'd! And is SHE gone! 
0 whither now ſhall many wretched run | 
The Injur'd, for Redreſfs ; the Poor for Aid ; 
Worth, for Reward; or Grief, to be allay' : 
Since Juſtice, Pity, Bounty quits our Plains 3 
But Sorrow grows Eternal, and remains. 
ALEXTS. [ groun:l, 
As full blown F'low'rs, that long have deck d the * 
And with their Odours fi!F'd the Air around, 
Bend down their heads at Lift to \totrer / arti, 
And fide away, though to a ſecond Finth; 
Or as ball Cedars, who (admin) biwe lived 
| For many gears the Glory of the 1) 09/1 


» 
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lindine in time their ſacred Foote decay, 
oy by the next rude tempeſt torn away , 


Vo flouriſh d Pyrrha, and as Pigh did riſe, 


ps Own d the Farth,and ſecm d to reach the Skies, 


Fair, without blemriſh : ; Lofty, without Pride : 
But, Oh! the Tempeſt roſe, and Pyrrha dy'd! 
Gone then's all Spring, now Winter's only ourss 
Sigchs riſe like Storms , and Tears muſt fall lik 
MIRTILLO [ Showers, 


Iftullof Years and Honours 7'3rrha fell, 


0 ww  *ﬀ— D=_=—2 kv 


Griei may with Swains of humblerTalents dwell / : 


While to a nobler work our minds we raiſe, 
Suſpend our Sorrows, and Proclaim Her Praiſe 


ALEXIS. 
As round Fleaven's Throne whole C hoirs of Angel; 


[ 


7 
j 


Tet all thiir Triumph's one Flernal Song : | throng |, 


So here on Farth ſhould Pyrrah's Praiſes laſt, 

Till Time's no more, and Natures works lie waſt. 
MTRTIZ LO. 

Ten let us tune our Reeds ; Thou firſt the Lay 

Begin; Our Flocks ſhall liſten, and 1'Il play: 

Gu up to *Pyrrha's Fame our Notes well raiſe, 


Suſpend our Sorrows, and proclaim her Praile. 


ALEXIS. 


lean time, ye boundle ſs Winds, your Guts forbear, 


And all ze Frills and Valleys round eve car : 
Reep back ye Nivers, and forbear to run, 
Til the great Tale of Pyriiha's I 1me be don> : 


Th 
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Ther let each wind bear it where-e'r it blows, ©. 


Catch it, ye Flills and V. alleys, as it goes, c 
ith your aſſenting Ecchoes in the cloſe. 

Murmur it, Floods, as to your Seas ye creep, 

And with It add new Wonders to the Deep \ 

For the Renown of Pyrrha's Name ſhall lat 

Till Tirne's no more, and Natures I orks lie aſt. 
G MTRTIL LO. 

. |On then. 


| ALEXIS. 
—— Ms Stars before the riſing day 

| ſeem in their Orbs to fink, and dive away 3 

' oall the Niymphs upon ony ſertile * lains, 

Though proud and cruel to their frebing Swains, 

ls When Pyrcha's pow'rful Charms appreach'd, they 

m | And any Satyr might have then prevail'd: | fail a 
| ſo much in blooming Touth cou'd fhe {1yprize, 

. | had all the panting Fearts and wifping yes. 
Come then, ye Nymphs of Arcadia, draw wear, 
aj Weep round her Earth, and all your Garlands tear; 

.* | For Pyrrha's Peanty once no Fqnal knew 3, 

: But Fate has ſeiz,d Her now, and muſt have You. 
\' MZ#AKITFEL LO. 
| Pyrrba's bright Eyes cnliphined every Grove, 
And fir'd at Jalt 4tcanders Hear: with Love 3 
The Nymph found Him a Tryumph worth Her 
bnd She alone was fit to fill His Aims, f Charms, 
| Many did either Conqueſt wiſh Chave marle 
| But on!y They eacn other could jty:s 4. 
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For in her Form did Nature ſeem improv'd, 
And He was fram'd to Love, and be Beloy'd : 
Thereforc Heav'n [mil'd, and allthe Stars look'd 
[ kind, 
When Pyrrha & Alcander's Hearts were joJu's 
ALEXIS. 
: ho his not heard of great Alcander's Name, 
Yo love the \iujes 7. ih, and Pride of Fame? 
Pon carly choſe, and male him great in Powr, 
Ii ben the Wolves rag'd,and did onr Þlocks devour | 
Te took the cuard of the moleſted Tlains ; 
Vow our Lambs ſed, chear'd Us frighted S'maing, 
I; 1h'4 with as "midi dark Nights and pinching | | 
| 
| 
f 
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[ Colds, 
To drive the howling Monfters from our Folds: 
Jr all which time, Pyrrha, Tis charming Bride | 
Oft came, and watch'd as He did, by His fide; | 
Of his worſt dangers ſtill her part wonld bear, 
And for all Toys She gave him, ask'd but care. 
No: v, ye poor Flocks, gobleat about, and Stray; 
Te Shepherds, caſt your Scrips and 7 iooks away; 
Stretel,'d 4 on the ground, your Fatal loſs bemoan, | 
And call on Pyrihas Name at ev ry groan. 
AI1TRTILLO. 
Fl! itty happy years this matchleſs Pair 
Liv'din unſhaken Love 3 No Jealous care, 
Or mcan [iltru't, did once their Joys molelt, b- 
So in a Noble Otf-(pring were They bleſt, 4 
Of Wathke You che wortay their Fathers Name, 
And Diyghters,fpotleis as their Mothers Fame: 
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Buld Celadon, the Darling of loud War. 

And Strephon now, whole pious ſhoulders bear 
The burden of his aged Fathers care ; 

Young Damon, lovely as the Beams that play 
About our Eaſt, and lead the coming Day ; 

Fair Phyllida, who was with A'gon wed, 

And bleſt Him with a Faithful Fruit{ul! Bed ; 


| Generous Lyſca too, by Nature taught 


To recommend the poor mans cauſe unſought. 
ALEXIS, 

W theſe the Off ſpring were of Py riha's If omb - 

Cl ome then, ye Mothers, mourn around Fer Tomb : 

In Pyrrha' s Name your Myſtick Rites Þ Lo 

' Ilhen to your Aid ye would Lucina ch. == 

Fither the lab ring Matrons panes to eaſe, 

| Or ble ſs the Barren Mourney with increaſe. 

MIAFIE £0; 

Oh! ! kind Alexis, {till purine thy Song, 

How thele fair Branches grew,or wither'd young 
ALEXIS. 

| Brave Celadon —_— Fate nntimely ful d, 

' And was by Pan and all his Train bewail'd ;, 

dome mourning Muſes ſuns Him to bis Tawd, 

| let others ſelt more grief, an thence were d{1'9. 

. Joung Damon fided in Fis Beauties ride, 

And Phyltda no leſs lamented dy d. 

| But long may Strephon's / ife rejoyee 6 tos 


| Of good Alca inder, and aſſes Fiis Cares \ 


Fulneſs of time, kind Fieau'n, tol. vica g7ve, 
Tis for your I lononr, C rods, that ſhe ſhontd liz > 


3 


or 
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or She, the more of days you Her afford, 


y Her good Deeds will make You more adord ; 
WER e Lyſc 2 w4s Of pions Pyrrha bor, 
Ard -4 Pyrrha's Virtues Lyſca's Heart adorn. 


MITIRTIL LO. 
Put what (hall now give good Alcander joy? 
ALEXIS, 


The Gods, when Fate took Celadon away, 
Ca!l'd Daphmis forth, th Feroick Pace to run, 
[1 hich his great arent had ſo well begun : 
From Ceiadon' s brave Loins young Daphmis came, 
tull of iis Heat, and conſcious of His Fame 
i loſe Mind bis Fathers Deeds did ſo imploy, 
7!-erew Acander's Hopes, and ?yrrha's Joy. 
Pyriha /ov'd Daphnis, and with pleaſure found 
The Hero's Virtues inthe Youth abonr:d. 
[ber Dapiims languiſhd, Pyrrha did provide 
} hs << wing ſoft Aminta for lis Bride: 
Aminia! tencler as the F ambs that play 
ſr Suiiny morns, and Tunccent as They; 
rect as thoſe [unine Airs that gently blow 
"Lore the rich fragrant Faſlern Spices grow 
i117 as our Groves in a fair Summers night, 
And Þ yvely as the firſt-crexted Light. | 
De wi born, Anmintas with bim joyr'd, 
71 chaſe a al /orrows from Alcander's mind ; 
"o add new Tlonoars ts Fis ſtore of I ame, 
1: { 2 long {Race of Heroes to His Name < 
jo Name, which ſmall, with Pyrrha's Praiſes, Th 
; Tirte. * 20 more, and Nutures [Vorks lie waſt. 
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Funeral Tears to the Sacred Mcmory of 
our late Soveraign King CHARLES 
the Second. 


He Noon-day Star,that once out-fac'd the 

; (27, 

harles his bright Phoſphor, has 1ts period tun: 
And reſting Fo WR, with more- fix'd Glorjcs 
[ crown'd, 


| Has paſt his mighty finiſi'd rele round. 


| Allth' untired race of 7 'rodigzes, th: late 
. Continued ſhame of this © ;rupendious late, 


Which once his Reſtoration Lawrels bore 3 
Thoſe never-(leeping Pores, now move no more. 
Myrizds of Gardian Angels all disband 3 
And //orders wait no more on his Right Und. 
Whilit 7ruth invincible, unbyaſt ior, 
( c0odneſs unbounded, Mercy Infinite; . 

['onour Unſullyed; All the brighteſt Train 
Ot Miniſtring Graces t his Hhullrious Rag, 
Their Royal Robes to I uneral Sables turn 
All Mourners o're their Sucred Maſters Urg - 
But *mid(t the Tears our [treaming Sorrows potir 
Three ]/. ailing Kinodoms 1 in one {oy Showr 
How feebl y does our Voice of AMourning lou 
Whillt Royal Fzes 1n deeper Griets lie drow) ” 
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No Heart like James with killing Loads ore preſt 
F » (ft of Zrothers and of Friexds the beſt. 
So fad the pangs of parting Friendſhip prove, 
Immaderatc Crief, and ever burning Love 
And His Great Soul, and their keen paſſage 
Micthinlks { ſre Him at the Dire Divorce ; | force. 
Whilit the Greit 7ames like Great 7e!cfzitands, 
With Echoing Cryes,and with uv-iitced Hands, 
With rcenced Carments, and a flowing Showr 
Ol bi:ircit Fears deplores the diſma! rivur. 
Fill {rom above behold the grining Sky ; 
The piery Stecds, and I laming Cheariut fly. 
ih Aſcending Saint , midit ſhouting Angels 
(round, 
Wah purer Joys,& brighter Diadems Crown'd, 
Here With fad Tyes he took His laſt Farewell. 
And gralp'd the Iorndrous Mantle as it tel]. 
- ith Prime Tranſmigrating Glories fir'd, 
L:11d with the Mounting God, with the whole 
(Charles inſpird. 
O Mighty Charles, what have not only We 
Three Kin2doms, but even £mpireloſtin Thee? 
ryunder of Aforarchy, tor Thou alone 
10041 the unſhaken Bulwark of the Throne: 
Vien the old Storm yawn'd for th' Imperial 
| wrack, 
Thy Farnd aione beat the fierce Torrent back: 
-aiflion & Schiim ly thy {'iron2Arm o cethrown 
hilt a calm'd World was Thy great work. 
| alone. 
Glory 
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Glory and Peace but in Thy San-beams play, 
Whilſt thou 'rt the Gs of our long Halcyon day. 
The Old Fanatick Fiend, fo late before 
Drunk with a Martyr'd Monarchs Purple Gore. 
Whilſt with th' Old Poyſon, and th' Old Rage 
[ he ltood. 
All Thirſting for new Draughts of Royal Blood, 
The Crowns long Foe, and Blackeſt Imp of Tel, 
His Sting juſt Faſtning, Thou alone couldſt quell. 
Thy Book of Fame with this laſt Glory fill'd ; 
What ſhall Great James on thy Foundations 
[ build 2 
Strike Royal Heir, th' half Conquer'd Serpert 
; | dead, 
Charles bruis'd his Teeth, and Thou has cruſh 
[ his Head. 
Peace, Union, Concord, all ſo well begun; 
Tho' Thou, Great Charles, thy Race like Moſes 
runs 
Thy Peopleled by Thy Miraculous Hand 
To th' Milk and [loney of a Bleed Land; 
Call'd hence too ſoon by the Almighty Voice - 
Saw (t but the Porders of the Promis'd Joys: 
That God-like 7oſbu4 fills Thy Royal Scat, 
Who Thy unknilh'd Wonders ſhall complicat. 
Tranſlated Saint, now thy ] u!l Honours {e17e 
Bleſt with thy own Eternal Handmaid, Peace 
Around thy Head Immortal Honours ptav, 
Brighter thy own Reſtoration Day. 
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Like thy own Mercy ſoft be thy Repoſe 3 

Whilit on thy Brow that Perfum'd Fragrance 
[Hows, 

Sccter than the Odours even of that Rich 

| { F ame 

That ſhill &mbalm Thy Everlaſting Name. 


em re _ 


SCOTLANDS Loyalty; or, Sorrowful 
Sighs on the Death of our late Sove- 
raign His Sacred Mafeſty ; CHARLES 
by the Grace of God Kine of Great Brt- 

tain, France and Ireland, &c. 


Et Muff. + ceelhs z yet Jet true Subjedts _ 
, Sad F1z's Note (in Sorrow) for our King 
W owl (:0 the worth) no T7oct can bemoan, 
though all the Seas were turn'd to Elorom, 
Put thiere'sno need our Sorrow to Infule, 
(irain logins from a Mourntal Muſe 
DYrn Hearts; thecauſe of our (ad GCricf 
Pings Floods of Tears though in the end Relic. 
Great (hairks is Dead, who was Great Pritains 
| King, 
Groen in Exploits, Wha T EAREMes Front © did bring 
). /eace and Plenty to His own three Realms 3 
{rough ſtorms of State, whicin lic did turn to 
£ Ca'ms, 
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Our by-paſt Tropheftes did point Him forth, 
Preceding Kings were Shadows of His worth : 
Then caſt up Virtues to one total ſum ; 
PerſeFions Produd will be found in Him. 

We will Engrave His Name in Marble Pure, 
With Diamond of the Zlack Rock , to endure 
Till after Ages ; that our Children may 

Pay Tears (for Tribute) to His Sacred Clay, 
Could men in Arms our Sorrows (troak aflail, 
Or floods of Tears with Cruel Death prevail, 
We'd Mutter all our Forces then with ſpeed, 
And Weeping Eyes ſhould overflow the Tweed, 
But ſurethe A7zg of Kings hath giv'n the [iroak, 
And Mortals cannot Deſtiny revoke. 

We'll kiſs the Rod ; though wethe {mart regrate 
Submitting though unto our rigid Fate. 

Yet we'll breath dolefu] Sighs to His ſad He erſe, 
That's dipt in Tears, and Elegiach V erſe; 
T'immortalize Great Charles His Royal Ne 
And be Memento's on the Wings of Fame. 


Then reſt dear S2izt,though dead yet (till alive; 
(Though laid in dult, ) Tunes Age thou (halt 
[ (Urvive 5 

WOur © mounted mn above the Worlds renown 
With Aings and Prieſts , to wear a Crofs-lr f5- 


[ YOWMn. 
" | 4.43 * a . _ 


A111 E40tLETE OUY( :716f cannot Our Il; DIEV em) 
as fag. Veite but give our Paſſion vert. 


/ ft - 


CE ET AP Ha 


[re lyes Grave, MajeFtich Duſt 3 
| 1T hich Cwhen alive) was Good and fuff : 
Great Charles the fecond, Britain's King ; 

WH hoſs valour makes us Weep and Sing. 
Flis Crown environ'd was with Thorn, 
H hich makes Fiis Subje@s double Mourn:. 
RB; Land and Sea he did our Work: 
The Fear, and Terrour of the Turk. 
[e Peace to Furope did reftore, 

I! ben other Kings had given it o'r. 
Detendcr of the Faith, that's true, 
Uriil he bad the Iorld adien. 

T et Princes Fternize F/is Name; 
Ard make his worth their Diadem. 


Now ſince the Sighs that did Felipſe our Skie, 
Py I'is Surceſſors [ ight begins to fly, 

Ore Tears we ll Triumph: ſince our ſore doth bring 
The ſurcſt Salve, nhich is a L.awful King. 

i/ ell pay Nilegiance due on Charlcs bis ſcore, 


\ 


Zo JAMES the VIk.and many Millions more. 


P. K, 
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An Elegy on the Deplorable , and neye 
enough to be Lamented Death of the 
Illuſtrious, and Serene CHARLE s the 
Second. KN 6s of Great-Britain, France 
and Ttreland, &c. Who departed this 
Lite February the 6th. 1685. 


Ang all the Streets with Sable Sad ; and call 
The Royal Palace, Blsck and not Wire. FZall : 

weep Sacred Beads of Loyal Tears, and truc, 
Of Orient Pearl ; but Occidental Hew : 
Since Pritains Phabas hath ſorſook the Stage, 
Betorc hereach'd the Tropich of his Age. 
The interval bet wixt our Setting Sz, 
And Riſing Soveraign, *cre his Light begun 
Was ſhort 3 yet (nll our Sorrow found Relief) 
We wee nar delug'd in the Seas of Griet. 
Yet (thy our Soreraipndoth out Mourning "fwage, 
And gives our joy of Giict the IWeather-gage. 
Well make no Boneſirer, for (it werein vain) 
Our flowing Eves would Weep them ont again. 
All Iſr.icl whenoood Heagh tat dy il, 
To lis Jait Bicarh, truc 1 oy al Hunourpayd; 
Whlicre's then the Boldeſt Critich on Veny 
(Crcat CHI AKLES his worth a Doletnl ELFGT: 
FH: Worth, to Times laſt Period {halt Endurc, 
In (pight ot Envy, or tie Crave, SECUIC. 
And Childien yet nnbuin with Tears {12} ray 
A Noun Tri ite fo $17 {1crc Clay, 
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He from 1is Child-hood was of great Renown ; 
He bore his Croſs before he wore his Crows. 

Brancht in the ſtock of Trouble ('tis well known) 
His Fruit was Ripe, the Bloſſom yet unblown. 
Great Britains Bane, and Bluſh Eclips'd his SKIE, 

tr - Enylazd knew his Soveraignty : 

Bur as tis Sun aſcended the Noon-day, 

A'\. Cluads : like Vapours) vaniſh'd quite away : 

\ 1:52 right Calms of Peace did ſtill remain 
{wough the whole Circle of his Halcyon Reign. 


Th-n Reſt (dear Saizt )tho' now Intomb'din Duſt) 
un ilthe Roturrection of the Juſt. 

And let our Naowurners mitigate their Grief, 
Bucauſe our Sorrow doth admit Reliet : 

The Vail of Death no Chriſtian needs diſmay 3 
The King of Kings Himſclt did guiiic the Way. 


And ('ince our Sore a Salve aloig doth bring) 
God iave Great f AMES, our ve cond Soveraign Kin. 
Let his Dominions preface Black and White ; 
Since Riting 7/55 dilfipates our Night : 
Le: 1 oyal *ubjeCts all both cry and Sing 
Like Birds Reviv din the returning Spring 
Ler Court and City raiſe their joytul Voice 
And Loval >ighs ſtil Eccho back, Keozce : 
TillPlotcers all Coafpiracics lay by, 
And Treyſoy turnto pureſt Loyalty. 
Hence ith:1 projecting Traytors, ſtand aloof; 
His: Loyal Throne is ſure, and Treaſon- Prog} : 
eſt {ron tEdre by old SCOKIOUS © 4_ 
Your 774 ns Tr: gt urn round upon your Neck. 
His Preſence ma \ ) & wh OR lat, 
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But Reign inPeace, whil'ſt we have in our Eye 
CHAKLES till livem FAMES 8 Royalty, 
But ſince he's Dead and gone, let this ſad yerte 
(Tho' undeſerving) yet attend his Zerſe, 
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Ere lye: Great Charles the 7»ſt the Good, 
As ever Came of Royal Blo:a : 
To Troubles Born, he Early knew 
I/hat Kings (as Men) are ſubject to : 
His Morning Gliries were v&rec alt, 
And by ſome Fatal Star Oppreſt. 
But as his Sun aſcended Non, 
The cruel Comet did fall Down, 
In Peace he Liv d, in Peace he Dy a ; 
The Kingdom and the Churches Grice, 
The Guaraian of the ſwelling Main ; 
The Terronr of the DUTCH 4aza DANE. 
At his Command all war did Ceaſe, 
And Europe Owes to him her Peace. 
Diſeaſes at his Power did Crouch, 
And own the Virtue of his Tench, 
Let KINGS ard PRINCES 77: 111m Glory, 
Aid make his Reign their Direct ty, 


To His Sacred Mijrſtly King Tame s 18, 


LU Hail Great Prizce | whom «v'ry Afracis 
Preſerv'd for Univerſal Rule; 
Whcn Time Your Wondrous Story thall unſold, 
Your Glorious Deeds in Arms, win vet but Yours, ; 
Your ltrange Eſcapes, and Danger (ſh:1libs tofd, 
Your Battles F:nght, Your Gui) Unyviils wor, 
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' When yet the E/der Generals (not in Fame ) 

Your Perils dar ſt no: ſhare, 

Alone the raging Torrent You wou'd ſtem, 

And bear betore You the fierce Tide of War. 
How £pain Records Your Glorious Name ; 

And how when Danger call'd, for Britains good, 

You paid the /aviſh Ravſom of Your Blocd. 
When the Ingrates ſhall Bluſhing read, 

How far great Souls the Yatgar canexceed 

In Patience, Suffering, and Hmamility, 

Your Condeſcention, and Your Banyſhment, 

Then ler the O6/t:nate (convinc'd) agree : 

Tor only were preſerv d, and fit, for S :cred Government. 

Come liſten all, whom needleſs fears polleſs, 

And hear how Heav'n confirms Your Happineſs : 
Behold the Sacred Promis'd Prince, : 
Whom wond'rous Prophets Ages ſince 

Tcld, When the MPyſtick Figures of the Near, 
Toſuch a Pumber ſhould Amount, 
(As fill chis Lucky Years Account) 

O?2e England there ſhould Hietqn a Star 

Of tiiat Divine and G2acious Influence,[fcar: 

Should make p2oud Netghbouring Nations 

And 29ightier Britains happp Genius p2ove, 

And ble\s rhe Land with Plenty,Peace, and Love. 

'Tis YOU oh Sacrcd Sir, for Empire Born, 

Sizall make the great Sreatrfiion true, 
And this laſt 24ra:le pertorm, 

To make Us Bleft, and make Us ows it too. 

Oh may Your L#fter with Your Life renew ! 

{ ong may You Shine, and ſpread Y our Beams as far, 

As trom the Morning to the Ev ning Star 

Till Your Conwvincins Rays, Your Foes o're come, 

And for Your Clrivns Atanmtnde the (canted (lobe 
FF &# AF 9. [Want room, 
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Ireland's Tears. ' 4 Pindariqne Poem upon 
the Death of our late Soveraign Charles 
the Second ; and the Peaceful and Happy 
Succcflion and. Inauguration of our pre. 
ſent Great Momarch King James the 11, 


ERS: * Io ets, 
| As diſtant Thunder in a rowling Cloud, 
b irlt Vurmures inwardly, then Roars aloud 
O're the amazed liftning Crowd + 
Tii: the Dread Clap ſcares ev'ry Mortal Earz 
Too weak Heav'ns angry voice to bear + 
Such was the fad aſtoniſhing News 
| Which February's 6th: 7des did bring 3 
| The dangerous Sickneſs of our Deareſt K7ng! 
| Itſtun'dall Ears, and did all Minds amule 
All the ſad Tydings ſo bemoan, 
As if it were not His Sickneſs, but their Own. 
Trembling, and full of Fear we wait 
| To know what the next Metſenger will ſay 5 
' And al! the while we Weep,and all the while we 
| Fray. 
When (uddenlyDeath's Herald ſpoke the Dread- 
Alas! the Miſerable Day! {| ful Fate — 
The News too fad to Hegr,too Killing to repeat 
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Horrour and Cryes fill all around : 
Diſtrafted Zovky, fd Throbbing Heart: 
As ff 'twete the laſt Trumpets ſound, 
In ev*ry place are found z 
And hideous Groans do Fccho from all parts 
Frighted with what 1 ſaw, and heard ; 
But much more with what I ſear'd ; 
The blaſted City ſoon I left, | 
And as of Reaſon quite bereft, | 
] wildly roanrd about to ſeek (ome place 
L<{s Doletul than that City wasz {| 
Where without Partners, or Lookers on, | 
I might Enjoy my Grief alone : 
Andfor a little ſpace 
Might Lay the weighty barden of my Sorrow down. 
I. 


3392 


And long I had not rov'd about, il 
E're an approv'd Retirement I found out ; 
Ruins, that to Religion Sacred were of Jore, 

Nor\now leſs Venerable than keretotfore: k 
Where all things did my Melancholly Fancy pleaſe 
Murmuring Waters,awtul Cliffe,& wither'd Tree 
There Cheerful Birds n'ere Sing, nor ere bloys 

Nor any Beaſt, or Humane Face gentle breezt h 
Ws to be ſeen upon the lonely Place. - | 
To this Fortorn and Uncouth ſeat, | 
Well ſnited to my Troubled ſtate, | 

I ſofily with my load of Giief zetreat: | 
| 


POEMS. 337 
Where each Rock, and ey'ry Tree 
Wou'd, (I knew) Condole with me 3 
Only ſtearn Fate would un-relenting be. 
Thus then with many a Tear and Groan, 
My Dead Prince I did bemoan. 
| _:; 
Charles, the Clement, and the Good ! 
| Cherles, the Flow'r of Princely Blodd ! 
| Of all we Earthly Gods do call, 
| Charles, the molt Belov'd of all! 
| OurHeart's Delight, Joy of our Eyes 3 
| And whomi not we alone did prize, 
| Through the wiiole Univerſe His Glory flies. 
| Eva Nations Strangers 100ur Faith and God, 
__ Heard of His Fame, | 
| Rever'd His Name, [nown, 
ind Eaſters Princes Dazled with His bright Re- 
Which did ſo much Eclipſe their own, 
| Senttheir Embaſſadors Abroad 
ſo Court the Favour of this Second Solomon. 


ts 


| 
” V. 
| Hethat cantell the drops of Rain 
| Which on an April day do fall, 
| (Or his (ad Subjects Tears can count, 
here; Which to a greater number mount 3) 
Aa2 | May 


May reckon up the Graces, but not all, 
(For that Eſſay would be in vain,) 
Which did adorn his Lite and Glorious Reign] 

For who will e're Attempt to tell 
Things that are unexpreſlible ? 

Great Lord of Wit, Patron of Arts He waz 

Learnings ſtrong Atlas, Poetry's beſt Friend; 

Crown'd with each Ray, and bleſt withev! 

| Grace, 

That could a Prince, or make, or recommend] 

Burt if in any one He could & did Himſelf Excel 

"Twas that of Clemency | 


Herein He was Heavns Parallel. 

Nay (be't with Reverence (poke) He Heavn| 

In Pard'ning the Impenitent — [out-went, | 

Is Heav'n it ſelf ſo Merciful as He ? d 
VI. 
But as Ten Thouſand ſcatter'd Rays 
By Art are made to Center in one Glaſs; 

So all the Tenderneſs and Love [mon 
Which in His Heart did towards all His Subject! 
Firſt on His Royal Brother fell, and _ 

[Him did pak 
Nt fearing loſs of Empire, or of Life, | 


' 


When ſawcy, Factious Senates menac'd high, 
And bluſh'd not to Decry [ narc 
The (Crown's Juſt Heirand Trueſt Friend to Ms 
Our King cloſe to His Brothers Intereſt ſtood, 
And ſtem'd the Impetuous Flood. 


When High-born James's Foes were rife, ; 
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To the Damn'd Project foon He put an end, 
nd ſhew'd Himſelf not more a A4onarch than a 
. [ Friend. 
89) Friendſhip like This the World did never 
[ know, 
Save what the King of Heav'n did ſhow, 
'Y,| Who, for our ſakes, deſcending here below, 
nd;| Ceas'd to be Happy, that we might be ſo, 
TH 


ak How Dear to Heav'n its Champion was, our 
en] (Who did ſo well Defend the (rows Prince, 
Kt And Faith which He receiv'd from thence, 
il valuing theFblick eal,more than his own) 
Let the long Chain of Miracles convince, 
VM Which, Maugre all the oppoſition 
vel, Of Fiemds,8 Fiend-like Men combin'd in ones 
þeſtin'd him for, and Brought Him to, and kept 
| { Him on His Zhroze. 
Witneſs that ſhining Ferald, (ent 
5 | To tell the World of His Illuftrious Barth: 
07 As if Heav'n had hereby meant 
Je) Jnother God is Born on Farth | 
V8 At Noon we ſaw the New-born Star 
Pal\ Shine on his Infant Brother here, 

With a Mild Aſpe@, yet (o Bright and Clear 
4 As did out-vie the Mid-day Sz, 


higy, far as He Himſelf all other Kings has done 
arc VIII. 

Mr! And when Pebellior Black and Dire 
00d, Had haraſs'd long His God-like Jire 3 * 

7 | AazZ3 Whoſe 
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Whoſe Life it Barbarouſly took away, 
Of all things Great and Holy made a Prey, 

And turn'd three Kingdoms into One Aceld; 

'  Ourlate (Ah wretched word !) Heav'n-loy{ 
; | | King 
Kind Providence did wond'rouſly — 

« And ſheltred Him beneath its wing, 

From all the I!]s which War, and Chance, 
And Treaſon: blacker than the Night, | 
Did 'gainſt His Sacred Life advance. ( Fighr 
Witne(s His Happy 'ſcape from Ml or fter's Bloody; 
Where Hov'ring Angels with their 'Migh 

E Shiel! 

Sav'd Him from all the Hazards of a 

| | | [ tul Field: 

And their important Charge,by ways unknown 

Y == rote 

T' a Neighb'ring Friendly ſhade, | 
- Where ſturdy Oaks ſtretch'd out their Amy 
(Oh ſhame to Mans Barbarity !) Lontigy 
To Receive, and ſhelter Diſtreſs'd Majeſty. 
Witnels, O Boſcovel, yy Monumental Tree! 
x | 


From thence throxgh Dangers numberle 
in mighty Wants, and deep Diſtreſs | 
At Home, Abroad, by Land and Seas, 
(As once his High-fam'd Anceſtor, the wandr 
| { Trojan Prin 
By many a wondrous Providence, | 
During his Nine Years Exile _—_ 
Ce | h cal 
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Heav'n its Regard of Him did Evidence, | 
When the Alm:ghty King to (hew his care 

Of fircir as his Vicegerents are 5 [when 
Wh-1 Hum ne Force could do no more; And 

O:ir dy1ng Hopes cord ebb no lower 3 
| Did by a Turn, Miraculous Reſtore 
Our King to Us, Us to our King again: 
| To bring which Bl:{[ed work to pals, 
| | Nether Man's Jower, nor Policy had place; 
ight N- Contra& made, nor Blows were given 3 
0dj\ But the altoniſh'd World ſaw 'twas 
gli The ſtupendious work of Heaven! 


ex $o Great a Monarch, and ſo Glorious, 
ell! $o much Belov'd at Home, & Fear'd Abroad 3 
re (Much too Good alaſs ! for Us - 

4 Wiſe asan Angel, Generous as a God 


> | Though calmly Settled to a Lofty Throne, 
Army Was not above the reach of Envious Lookers on 
ing Which made him ſtand in need of Heav'ns high 
ſty.! [ Patronage ; 
&!| (And what he needed, he ſtill had,) 

| To Save his Crown and Perſor from the Rage 
ere} OF Men (with too much Eaſe) gone Mad. 

| Witneſs thoſe Plots,theFaGion's fruitful womb 
35, | Sooft Conceivd, tho' (till in vain, 
nd Againſt their Gracious Sovereign : 
nn (Where ſometimes the Diſcoverer 

| Play'd both the Devil and the Conjurer :) 


Tear Aag VVhich 


Which being by Heav'ns great care Abortive 


They added to the VVonders of his Reign : 
And made his Throne as bix'd and Glorious, as 
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[till become, 


Xl, [his Wain, 
Whenlo! the Prince who ſeem'd Heav ng 
[cluet Delight, 


Its Darling and Prime Favourite, 

His Aid-day Glory's all full Blown —— 
How (trangely arethey Blaſted, Ah ! how ſoon! 
But what Heav'n rais d, Heav'n only can pull 

[ down, 
Down low as Earth, this Son of the moſt High | 
[ is come; | 
And all his ſcatter'd Trophies ſerve, but toadon | 
ſhis Tomb. 


But why! no Prodigy at all? 
No Beacon-(omet hir'd above ? 
(No Morſtrnoxs Births no Stormsno TT hale,” 
Or to Preſage, Great King thy Fall, 

Or to attend thy Funeral?) [wonder move. 
Which Nature's fright might ſhew & Mankind's 
Why ({eeing a wondrous Star praclaim'd his 

[ Birth,) 
Did not as wondrous an Ecli pſe forctel his leay- 
[ing Earth# | | 
Muſt Cod-like Kings like Puny Mortals die” 
Muſt Charles the moſt Auguſt ——— 
Be meanly crumbled like ql:brian Duſt 2 

Why deal'ft thon with th' Anoizte d, O King of | 

Þrinces! why 2 But 


XII. | ; 
But while thus Ravingly I ſpoke, 
With a ſtrange Horrour I was ſtruck, 
Which dim'd my Eyes, looſen'd my Joynts, and 
| {chill'd my Bloud ; 
Before me ſtraight a Viſionary ſomewhat (iood ; 
Whole Form Icould not well diſcern; 
The Gemizs, likely, of the place, | 
Or ſome ſuch Airy Image 'twas 5 
Of Stature high, Clad in Blue miſts, Its Viſage 
Which with an angry Hollow Tone | ſtern * 
Thus ſtop'd me 
« Shall Mortal wight dare to reprove, 
« Or prie into the things above 2? 
« The Prince whoſe Feath you ſo bemoan, 
« Was He not th' Almighties Loan #2 
&* Who only has took what was his own. 
« His Awful Meen, and Heavenly Eyes, 
*« Which made all Hearts his Votaries; 
« His Soul ſo Soft, yet truly Great, 
« His Mind ſo Clear, aud fo Sedare, 
*« Prov'd well his ExtraR from the Skies. 
XII. 
With Milder Accent, and Genteelcr look, 
The Spright, (leſs Frightful now, ) thus farther 
| | [ (poke. 
« Then if your much-Lamented King 
« $o Good and Amiable was ; 
« Why woud you have fomedreadful thing 
« The {moothnets of his Reign deface # 
«Let 
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« Let Tyrants and Ufurpers have 
& Sea-Monflers, and Rough Hurricanes 
< Foretel their Death, and dip their Graves, 
* Such Prodigies ſuir well their Reigns: 
« Comets have (till a noiſy end, 
« When calmly does the Sur deſcend 5 
| «< Or if you mult have Prodigies, | 
£« Think of the Millions of Weeping Eyes, 
The Trueſt kind of Flegzes ; 
« Or <lſe let this be reckoa'd one, 
* That 'tis a Prodigy.— That you have noxe. 
* In Halcyon-days your Dove Fie. Prince was 
« Which did with him return; [ born, 
* His Realms five Luitzes have Peace's white Li- 
| | { very worn; 
« Living, He Peace beſtow'd on ev'ry fide, 
© Kept all in Peace,and Peaccably He [)y'd. 


XIV. 
It ſcarce had ſpoke; when,lo! a ſudden Thun. 
(for ſuch at firlt ir did appear) [ der 


Shak'd the Thin Ghoſt aſunder 
Which ſtrait diffolv'd into its Primitive Air. 
From the cold Turf I quickly rais'd my Head, 
Lett there my Load of Grief, and to the Town 
[ for ſhelter fled; 
_ Ere(asI thought) the Storm ſhould fall upon 
| {my Head, 
The. City ſoon I reach'd, help'd with the wings 
| [ of Fear ; 
But my old Grief and Fright ſoon chang'd into 
new Dread and VVonder] When 


* ww <ai#..2 3 
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When, what I took for Thunders noife, | 

A ſecond Peal inform'd me was the C anor's roar- || 
VVhich led me to a Loyal Cyowd('ing voicez || 

That with Great Triumph did Proclaim, 


VVith Joyful Shouts and Acclamationgs Loud, Ml 


A new Kings Title, and Imperial Name. 
Amarz'd at This fo eafie Change, I aid, + 
May this Prodigious Shout ſtrike all His Ene- | 
[mies dead til 
Long, and as this Day, Peaceful be His Reign, jj 
And mayHis God-like Brother live in Himagain. 
XV. 

Poets of old, were Prophets deem'd g 

And if they now were ſuch eſteem'd, 

(And who knows but they may?) 

If our Predicting Rhimes | 
May lucky Omens prove to after Times, 10 
And, that ſome Good may be preſag'd from ||| 

| Then would I boldly ſay { Names; || 
TheſeRealms are doubly bleſtin that of James ||| 

Great Britain's Glory did Commence [ Law: ||| 
VVhen the Firſt Jazzes did to the whole give ||| 
He joyn'd the Kingdoms,& derivdfromthence ||| 

That long white Row of Peaceful years our ||| 
| | | [ Happy Fathers ſaw. || 

The Second James by Heaven's Decree |} 
VVill the great Healer of our Breaches be, '} 

And as His Wiſdom does already give our Fears ||| 
[Relief, || 
So will His Mercy ſuddenly Care all our Publick |} 
__ Grief. |  _VVelbk i} 
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Val Skill'd He is in all His Royal Grendfires 
Arts, 
VVho joyn'd both Crowss, apc will Los all 
[ Hearts, 
May Heaven fulfil, and own the Propheſie : 
But Ireland (ure, above the reſt 
In that Auſpicions Name is doubly Bleſt : 
For while the Royal James the Ergliſh Crown 
[ does wear, 
And  Graoars, Noble James remains His Vice 
0 | Roy here, 
Jreland will ne're again know cauſe of Publick 
[ Grief, or Fear. 


An Heroick POEM Moſt humbly Dedica- 
ted to the Sacred Majeſty of Ca THa- 
 R1NE Queen Dowager. 


Vy- art thou Aſaſe, that do'ſt the Mind 
[ inſpire, 
And Tun'ſt the Strings of the Poerick Lyre ? 
Refin'ſt the Droſſy Soul to Nobler Flame ? 
VVhatart thou, but a ſtrong deſire of Fame? 
A greedy Paſſion of excelling Praiſe, [ ways: 
V Vhich moves in different Tempers, different 
To be Admir'd,firſt made the Soldier Fight, 


The Conrtier F latter, and the Poet V Vrite. 
But 
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But all ſuch Thoughts from my griev'd Boſorn 
{ fled, 
VVhen firſt I heard our Sovereign Charles was 
+ Fdead 2 
My Soul grew ſo Oppreſt with the ſad News, 
I hated Fame, abhorr'd my once-lov'd Maſe, 
Of all Defires Griefſtop'd theeaper Senſe; 
And froze Ambition to Indifference. © - ' 
Oh Frail Condition of all Hamane Things! 
See here the Fate of ev'n the Mightieſt Kings; 
See here the Glorious Charles, whoſe Royal 
worth] 
Made Him the Judge of the Difputing Earth ; 
The Arbitration in His Boſom lay, - 
He held the Scepter of Tanperiel (way, [obey. 
And War and Feace did His Commanding will; 
Like Heav'n (by Heav'ns Decree) within His 
Breaſt 
The Fates of Kingdoms, and of Empires Reſt; 
And V Viſely was He choſe for the great Grace, 
For who, like Him, could Govern ſuch a Race 
As His own Murm'ring People, ſire may guide 
VVith Eaſe and Pleaſure all the V Vorld beſide, 
And yet this Monarch 
Tho' all the Earth dep<nded on His Breath, 
Here lyes Himſelf a Subje& now to Death. 
To the Grear Dead There ſhould Altars raiſe, 
And guild his Lawrels with a'Poets praile ; 


\ 
© 


For 


For all that VVrite ſhould chooſe no other 
3 { Theam 
Than the Immortal Glories of his Name, 

And, fing to all the VVorld the greatneſs of his 
Wh _ Name. 
But oh !- I ſee his Virtues plac'd too high, 
I ſtand, and wonder, but want VVings to fly, 
Struck with ſuch Luſtre, ev'a the L axreat fell, - 
Thg' $kjll'd-in.all the Arts of Praifing well - 
*Tjs true.he fell, but 'twas like Phaeton, 
cauſe he dutſt aſpire to drive the Sun. 
boundleſs Fame ! how great is thy exceſs, 
at Thoughts can never reach, nor Words ex- 
; | CO reſs! 
With my ſma]l Bark [ dare not tempt PN” wr 
Where crawds of Ship-wrack'd Poets 1 (ce loſt : 
The greatneſs of the work diſdains their toil, 
This Jewel (bines too bright toneed a foil, 
Nor cauld I think af, Verſe, Grief (eiz'd my Breaſi 
And Grief by Silence is the beſt exprelt; 
My Thoughts were dead, till Duty led my way, 
To where his Quzer,, his Mourning Conſartlay: 
The Happieſt Portjan of kis Happy Life, 
The Tend'reſt, Kindeſt, moſt Obſerving Wife. 
Sorrow in pomp, alas! fills all the Place, 
And (itz Triumphant upon every Face : 
But in her Looks Magnificent appears, 
Preſt in the ſadneſs of her Royal Tears. [know, 
Heccnba, the greateſt Queen that World did 
Fam'd for expreſſion of her mighty Woe, 
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Had ſhelivd now, would here Example had 
Not how to rage, but to be greatly (ad : 
The Indian Widows, whom miſtaken Fame 
Admires for d ing in gheir Husbands flame, 
Find of their Grief an eafie Remedy, 
To live in Pain is harder, than to Die. 
Herenounſeemly clamour ſeeks Relief, 
Her Breaſt contains the burthen of her Grief. 5 
Which Fire-like, ſuppreſt within her — 
dM. BE. [mind. 
Lives, and preſerves it ſelf by being confin'd, 
The Royal Mourner, lay'd in her dark Room, 
Recetyes th' Officious Viſits as they come, 
Thoſe tedious Forms of Cer'mony and State, 
I; a hard Fine ſhe payes for being Great. 
This Dilmal Scene an my num'd | ag wrought 
And ſad Ideas gave new wings to Thought, 
The Prophet with his Country born away, 
Hungup his Harp,and Wept,but could not Playe 
But when with Pious Sorrow he Survey'd 
The Great 7eruſelew in Aſhes laid - be 
From the ſad Qbject ſoon new Fancies ſpring, 
And Sacred Aleph firſt began to Sing. | 
Good Heav'n,of all thy great Miſterious ways 
That Reaſon comprehends not, yet obeys, 
None moves men more to wonder, or diſtruſt, 
Than thy ſevere Probations of the Juſt; 
For whocan hear of Pious Catharines Name, 


(Great in the Glorious Rolls of Holy Fame) 
And 


And not from this ſad Scene'Expoſtuſate, =; 
At leaſt Jament the Frailty of our Stare ?[ Fate>{ 
To ſee that Good and Great both ſubje&are to 
Elſe Sh' had been free, whoſe Life is fo from 
; 2 Sik, 
Whoſe Thoughts make higheſt Virtue all their 
p aim 
At which hard mark'She always ſhoots ſo Lars 
That every Aon nicely hits the White - - 
Heav'n ſent this Bleſſing on our Ezglifh ſhore, 
T' inſtruct this Je, and Virtue to reſtore - 
From hence long baniſh'd by miſguided hear, 
And teach us how to be both: Good and Great: 
Great in Her Birth, whoſe Royal Linage Springs 
Froma long Race of Lucitanian Kings - | 
And inthe current of whoſe Blood does ſhite, 
Glorious Remains of the Lazcaftrian Line. 
She, as a Dowry, brought to Exzgland more 
Than any Queen that ever came before [ore 
She plac'd the Ezgliſh Arms upon the Africk 
But ſtil} moſt Great in this high part of Lite, 
As Fngland's Queen, and Mighty Charles's Wite: 
And yet —— Fe 
When Charity implores Her as a Friend, 
To ſee with how much Goodneſs ſhe'll deſcend 
To help th' Oppreſt, and'to redeem the ſtate 
Of the Unhappy, that are Slaves to Fate! 
So the Bright Su», that Nature ſets ſo high, 
The Glory of whoſe Beams fill every Eye 
From the great height of his Imperial (cat 


Nouriſhes all things by his kindly heat. In' 


| The wholcfom Spirit's coi ;upted or oppreſt ; | 
| Nothing could now withſtand, nothing prevail, | 
| Nothing bur her Prav'ers.chat r+ ver fail, [| 


—wGw_wwwW_W eo 


U _& 3h” 
In thoſe ſad times, when with a Powerful Hund 

Curſt Perjury [nfccted all the Land ; 

Juſtice look'd on,but durlt not fay one word, | 

Her Enemy had rob her of her Sword, | 

And by her {ide her Ballance uſeleſs lay { weigh | 

For now, what men believ'd, they du.lt not | 

Commanding Vice ſtruck every Virtne (till, 

All but her Patience how to bear the [Il. | 

The Fpidemick Plagu+ in every, Breaſt, | | 


On what voin props all Wic « :dnefs 1s built ! | 
There's ſomething Self-confoui'-iing (till in guilt | 
Elie, {Oh miltaking men !) eife how could theſe, } 
lanui*d 1n the (uccets of Villames, | | 
Not ſec ? That the known Virtues of her Name | 
Would guard her (ite, & that tatrempt her Fame (| 
Mult of their Story prove fo hard a Teſt, Ll 
As ſhows the Native balenels of the reſt. Wl 
Even -ccal it (elt could never think,that ſhe l 
So fam'd for Virtue and tor Picty, 

Could never Chertih wretches to Rebel, 
Or ttrike the Lite ot Him ſhe Lov*d fo well : 
* Or that a*{rince could Harbour ſuch a Thonght, 
* Who had jo bravely for Fiis ( ountry Foucht © If 
* APrince within the circle of whoſe Mind [| 
* All the Heroick Attributes are joyr'd | 
©That differently di'pers d,hav mace wen Great. 
*A Prince ſo Loud, ſo much pri fery'd by Fate S 
” : 
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* Towear theſe Glorious Crowns 5 and to repay | 
* I/hat in His Brother She has born away, ſign'd, 
This ſhow'd the Cheat,ſhow'd what the lot de- 
And all men ſxw, but ſuch as would be Blind: 
Suſanna-like Accus'd, Her Prayers are heard, 
Her Enemics are Pumniſh'd, and ſhe Clear'd : 
But 'tis no wonder Heav'n ſhould take Her part 
That holds ſuch large Poſſeſſions in Her Heart ; 
Wiio cre a Glorious Piety would Paint 

A great Trnumphant Qzeen,and Praying Saint; 


From the high Image of Her Heavnly Thought | 


Might draw th'exacteſt piece was ever wrought. 

The riling Sun no ſooner did diſplay 

His early Beams to kiſs the new-born day, 

But that ſhe Roſe to Offer up Her Prayers 

To Crown with Bleſt ſucceſs Great Charles's 
[ Cares, 

ihat this our Nation may be Profp'rous (till, 

And tor thoſe few that ever wilh'd Her ll : 

NMercy's Her Natures great Prerogative, 

5c never thinks of Faults, but to Forgive. 


'Tis this, Great Queer, that makes me dare to | 
To Your high Fame ſo poor an Offering. [ bring 


Tour Goodneſs knows to judge what we intend, 
And how to Pardon, if we do Offend. | blame 
This knowledge gives me hope you will not 
My too-aſpiring Verle, nor conceal'd Name- 
My humble Duty here my Pride o're Pow rs, 


MR dares not hve in the ſame Page with Voun : 
| The 
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The Beams of your great Glory ſhine ſo bright, 

| turn my Face away trom my too much Light. 

May Earth, Great Queey, give Joy to ail xour 
| [ z ears, 

And Heav'n be {till Propitious to your Prayers; 

May the great Bleſlings they alone could ſend 

[On C harles's Happy Reign, and Pious end 5 

[Have Pow'r to make him 1n his ſecond Birth 
, |ks great a Saint, as he was King on Earth : 

t Where ere you pals may all your En'mies bow, 

ind Fame when ſhe relates your Name ſpeak 
May you polleſs a Chain of Happier days, | true, 
And better Poets riſe to Sing your Pratle - 

\And when the Fates have Seal'd your mighty 
'S [ Doony, 
s, |{For Fate, (coo weil we ſee) is ſure to come) 

kay Heav'n a Nobler way ſupply our want, 
nd hop'd Succels to all our Wiſhes grant, 
Then when we lovle our 


Queen, we are ſure 
| ro find our Saizt. 


tO | ——— 


Peel 


N 

od, The Deſcription of the CORONATION. 
me 

not Y Raviſhd Mv/e in ſuch bright Mazes 
N | [dance, 
'S, | 90 Rapture-ſtruck,and all diflolv'd in Trance, 
rs - That T her Pexſel but in vain provoke, 

The 


To ſhadow out the Vihonary Stroat 
| «Bd 2 | SINCE 
| 
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Since S'1e, (like Angels, that above are Ble#,) 
Fecis [Ex:1ſcs 609 hi: *h to be expreſt. 

Nor _ t! op WOE /e that would this Subject ſhun 
Poets an! Liamers ſhould not meddle with 


| 

[Perfeition. 
All amanm Pro 2:5 their ſtinted Art may draw, 
\V lt 12]1t V ilion ceps the t land 1 IN AV, | 


| 
Anl it th Orivinal they don't Tranſcend, | 
Thcy only [1 bel, what they would commend. | 
Anu who can WY one little common Ray | 
4iot! IC £4) YE naor of this Happy Day e | 

A Day that no Hyperbole Ca un Grace, | 
The oniy Paint that Beautthes a Poems Face, | 

I 12il Heippy Dy. ' /\ Day ſo long Renown'd | 


For Bro YUc - & leveral MonarchsCrown!| 


Tho? now iy former Glories diſ-appear, 


As rwinkling Stars, wacen Day 'S bright Gods | 


__ 


Yet greater Hoponrs in their room arc given, 
From [27:h's rao Calazder,thou art t1 ranſcrib 50} 
| | | £0 that of Heavs, 
[ono halt thou worn rod Charadters iow, 
But now the Gods will keep thee Holy t00. 
ihoy' the Mora 2 was ſpread with Rebct-ſhow'rsd, 
v7 CA [ 10am: | 
Yet ſave e's Kind hand foon for.*d them bac 
Ant now they: which long did Morag We 
Does, 111 115 Noblelt Gayctt Robes appear. 
Winkt on Heaw us brow n0 Cloudy fromns Wear 
Burt as tne Fr ft-d ap Pleatant and Scans 


[draw near;!, 


men 


g_ 


1 


kom | 
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The gazing Gods throxy thoſe dark Skreops away 
) | That they this S72ht theClearer might Survey 
But if the $2 had I yn a bed 'till now, | 
un | Without his aid we'd {cen theGlor ;0Us Show, 
ith | The Souls of K/z2s and Heroes Bloit above, 
on, | With Choirs of ſhi 1nng Spir' its hit! Cr MOVE 3 
v, Mantled | in Rays of Liz ht ner ſeen gol OW 
IW, | On wings of Toy, they hover t0 and i 

| Follow'd by Chariots to Divi inely br les - 
nd. | To which the S«z but Darknels is, ey Night, 

Or had this faiFd, we might the Pro ſi Yect take 

| From the great Sp/cador which che © ozrt did 

| [ make. 
ace | As when we would the Richelt Jewels try, [by. 

' We nccd but their own Light to know them 
nd.| Hirb!what folt Arcs and Raptures till the Skies, 

| Perform'd by Jn ger Chomes of Neities ? 
3065 | Whilſt Viortals too, their rural Muſk mix, [ fix. 
er;!, And with their Concord the Charny'd Planets 
N, Now Grardran- A;ocls Quit their worted Care, 
bg And flie in ['ro: 1135-0 Guild the {614902 Air, 
4. Where Eolrs too in ventle Breezes haſt ; 

Loaded with a} the: Odours of the Faſt, 

| The Fſſexce of c ch [r:rrant Flower He brings, 

"rsd| And hovers o'er us witlHis [8 1/zay 14 [12S 
1410: The Gods owe much to Bounteons Nature t00, 

badk From whole Rich Botom teveral Tye aloe 
well [ flow. 
' | For had She Awkward been, They had been ſet 
wi 'Tothe Expence ot c "eater Wouder 5 Ver. 
{cell "Bb 2 But 


"Th 
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Bir hold | where does my forward Penſel run 
To end the Day, betore *cis ſcarce begun ? 
Early Lrole this Triumph to attend, 
And ſaw the Royal Pair the Boat aſcend. 
Whecie Scre d Preſence iuch Dewvotzon litrike, 
Poets themiclves want Sll to teign the tk, 
By ſlow degrees on Siiver Thames they road, 


She as a Go: deſs, He io likea God, 
That I with Moſes witht an Interpoſing C loud) | 
NbjeQs lo Rright ſhould put on a Pilzwic, 
| caſt the Adorers faint bencath the Rays. 
In the {ime T: Iere two mighty Suns behold! 
Each of witich docs c: ntaina Fea: z1y World 
A na did tC p cr (4; (/s (\ ee tf TI [xNoy1 SJ # ur, 
The wy {!: ght the'r God, and pay their Homage 


| 
| 
( 


He that has try 4 10 jv. Is daring Eyes here, 
On ws t vait Lieht winch Gui Ids th _ — 
Will find it yet more daz'ling to Sur, 7 [ Skies, | 


Thi: 1 , 47 F ©) ft IV1133s . this Sr PY [De "a, 
The a O'th Corr 1 with more © 
Yet they m: Nader mor C ttt 
With R 2 uw. 


Hali the m; orld Me" * ut; WI «th its P:;de, qo 
Srarlet beneath the Maſſy-Lace was hid, | bore. 
\Vith Ima? "ry, O'erS Splen led Tiffnc {re cad. 
Tere the Fair & Xxes Art and Paticnce ſee, | 

' Emblem in ev ry Rich Embroideric ! 

Fight hidecns Weeks, which moſt ſhovid Work, 
J [tNC\ ſtrove, 
N,<aleEting all the while their Healrh & Love 6 


\\, 
[ANC 


ale could view, ; 
anf: mane þ 'g0res £00, | 
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And the green Girls preparing for the Day,[gay. 

Made themſelves Pale, to make their Lovers 
On Thames lee numerous ſhining Veſſels move, 

Which dance like ſome tran{ported Or phea "112 
. | Gr Ie. 
| And like the Spheres their Arttul mealures take, - 
__Fromtheſoft Muſick their own motions make 
| But when all did in one cloſe Body meet, 


: They look'd like ſome new-buile E//fe. «+>ſtreet 
Or as if the highclt Heav'n came down 

Fraughted Gems for his dear James's Crown 

b114 An earnelt of His brighter lait Eternal one. 

| Bleſt Thames! havitt chou a Tongue thy bliſs to 

WE. own, known - 

- My Mrſe had not then made her wea 2knels 

a] Bur ſince impertect {igns thy thouglts declare, 

;.* | Tdare intrude as tliy Interpreter 

tr Hail Sacred Princes ! thrice ſhe ſeems to ſay, 

0 Whom Initindt makes ev ſeaſcleſs things obey; 

| Tour Royal Barge oa my ſof? Boſom 74, wde, 

_ The happy 't wound that Mater ever had. 

they Under whoſe w2ight may 1 for ever live, 

Wi But, Oh, that wiſh, Ton canaot like, forg orve / 

n Long may You wear that Antient Potent Crown, 
Which now, (Great Sir) Toure going to put oz ! 
| And may Your Sacred, Glorious Scepte: r [Fand 

= For ever firm, 42a caſte in Tour Hand ! 

a Tour Crown too Mizhty (Queen) long may Ton wear, 


\,.,, And ve as Happy, as Towre Good and Fair ! 
"__ | B A 4 Ad 
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And when Tor {1 (lat e) he ple as d ft inrich the Skie - 


” = kina Stars exhale me = on heh |! 
here! " the Gods ſo plerfe) may T reftde 
Your ox da, and et Herias F110 Pyra Myc 
Ir the wean white clofe by Tour Fallacc frde 
I will wit [1 ſoft, ad const ant in be; $ (lige. 
't he communn Fromns which N atm e bid me w Ear, 
Shall a Tour avful Preſence dif. 1ppear. 
A: th at C 0711157 and, Tll be He -eforth a ub and Flow, 
Ann will a0 Neptune S:ir,)zo Thetis Madam) 
[os but Tor. 
This Speech being fhnifht, ſhe refign'd her care 
To the no yHono! wdGround of He{f,ri;ſter; 
Where, lo, the Earth is ready to untold | 
Char P OMP the Sea r00 narrow was to hold, 
B:uCloaths of State ore all the ground being 
[pra 
'F iis doleful Speech the ſighing Tells made 
705 it have [ dove 7. (19 as) that I wo weet 
This cart Exclution from my Sou C1927 Feet? 
Mnf! I [uit ii 00e than kball [ oxcvA S weieht, 
Withou the jriif return of viewt;,9 it ? 
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But lie 'ahted thus, —— (he G ' ſomething "S morero [a ayz 
But louder Tryumphs bore the ſound away. [ſeen, 
Such num rous Crouds both tar and near were 
Thar ſtreets leenn'd Pav'd,& houſes TyPd with 
[ Men, 
Chequer'd with the Fair Sex , appcar'd more 
[ bright, 
Whowith hard gazing fed their eager light, 
Then fighd & wiſht, & did rhe reſt in dre: as 
[at night 
So clo! ely preſt thev did one J{aſs appear,[ near 3 
Bur when bright Tames & his fair Queen drew 
'The mighty Bulk did its own {cl divide, 
And made a Golden Wall on either ſide. [paſt 
Through which they to the Princes Chamber 


To take Repole,for Gods themſelves muſt reſt 


Vhere having had fome ſhort Re-feQtion, 
And Glorious proper Robes of State put on 
In the Abby(now) where Pomp & Tryumph waits 
Be 11 | the Roy al Goa-ltke CANDIDA TH ig 
\V here atter numerous Ceremonies paſt, | [lait, 
Ot Vnition,04hs,&c. which feveral hours d1d 
Their Sacred Hoa; Is receiv 'J the Inperial Cromny 
Bu CANTEREB 27 i s h PPY [1 and {ut Ol, 
Bleit Man{what bliſs baft tou recerv'd tlus hour 
What couult thou with,or could Heav'n give 
[thee more ? 
Thi'cexact Deſcription of the Cavalc ie, 
And the bright Fivures ev'ry Order made 


LAY 


\ hat 


Io 
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W hat hands the Scepter, Sword, Staff, Orb did 
Or who Czrtana,or the Spurs die bear,[wear, 
Or by what Peers theCrowns ſupported were 

What Favourites next the Preſence did remain, 

Or what bright Youths boreup the Royal Train 

How from the 'ezp/e to the Hall They paſt, 
(Where waited tor them a Stupendious Feaſt) 

AV hat Heeatomb icll Victims to Their Board, 
Or what vait Scas of Wine it did afford. 

And laitly, how with the vaſt Infinite Train, 
'Fhey to Mhzre-Ha//,(now Crown'd,)return'd 

{ again; 
Arc 'Fhames that would a mighty Volume ask : 
Nor 15't a Poets, but the Heralds tas. 

Befides, it would more charge of rime require, 

Then now my n:ggard Fate 1s plcas'd to ſpare. 
But having yetSurvey'd thicConrtalone,ſknown 
I now would make the Peoples tranſports 

Burt T(alaſsYwant Language to expreſs my own. 

Ten thouland Be!/s in one loud Confort joyn, 
Both Earth and Heaver it [elt to Entertain : 

Sure for this Reaſon they were rais'd on High, 
hat th'Gods might better hear this Harmony. 

The Pleaſant Mrfichs nimble foot-ſteps hear, 
Paſſing Harmonioully trom Sphere to Sphere! 

Which now the Surry Battlements has found, 

Which, Hr, reverberates, and multiplies the 

'hey Man's Oithcious,& Injurious call, [Sound! 

\\ho interpos'd the delign'd Miracle. 
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For Joy,their uſeleſs Ropes away they'd throw, 
' And Mzſick on their own accord beſtow. 
Next, Loyal Fires (the Peoples Offerings) ſee ! 
Like Burning Groves raifing their Heads on 
As if this night was deltin'd ro devour, [high ! 
What was delign'd for the next Wizter Store 
See how it Mounts, as it 't had an intent 
To reach the Stagarytes Fictitious Element ! 
Whulft on Thames too they ſuch vaſt Fjre-works 
| [make, 
Thatall herStreams ſcem but one Flaming Lake 
The Frightned Gods thinking their Skies on Fire 
For latcty to the farthett Heav'as retire : 
They tear'd another Race of Gyazrs role, 
Whonow had Fire inſtead of Mourtarns Chole. 
But when Diſcreeter God's ſaw the intent, ? 
Initcad of Thunder and Revenge, they ſent 
A Herald to proclaim this Complement. « 
Bleſt Chas ec! And now the Heawv'paly Powers re” 
Joyce [Choice : 
That Ezg/2ad does approve of their Wile 
And to its Throze, wrong'd Loyalty reſtore, 
Where Treaſo;; ſtretch'd its uglyLimbs before 
Being Loyal grown, Your Bliſs is now compleat, 
For You before all Bleſſings had, but That 3 
'This day you've Crows'd a K7jne, whoſe God-like 
Reitores you the Blelt Golden Age again, Reign, 
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A Poem on the CORONATION, 


_ Envious Time;why doſt our Bliſs delay ? 
\eparr Death's & thy wrongs. & give us day 
The Day which trom our Woes mult tree us all, 
Whom Grief would el{c Martyr in þarles's falls 
That Ador'd Monarch, whole Iliuftrious Name 
Alone,ſpeaks more,than all the Tongues of Fame 
Whole Lofs, levy'd a Tax of Sighs, and Moan, 
ad forc'd the World ran Univerſal Groan, 
1d,hold my Muſe--The Dawn new-gilds _ 
[ Skzes, 
See whereGreat James our ſecond Sun does rite 
And quitc exhales thuſeVapours from ourE yes 
T«ars, and the Sable f1gns of Grief, give way, 
Chac' d by the Beams of this moſt Glorious Day) 
A Day, dot bly deltignd by D-(tiny 
To remain Sacred to \ Poſterity. 
Something for Geerge's Pirth was to It due, 
But now it is Three Kinedo mrs Pirth Nay too, ' 
From tlis Coronation F/ e our Lives Renew. s « 
Each Loyal Fleart 1s {truck by Ys Sovereign Rays 
And fiiPd at once with Grtitude and raiſe. 
Hark ! how the Vreets with cheerful Shouts do? 
Exccfhive Joys in eviry Botom 1tpring, | Ring, : 
And rhe whole Town do 10 # ANS fing. 
While th? Air as loath ſucit [oval Sounds to loſe 
With thoutand Echoes dows prolong each cloſe; 
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Behold what heaps of Hatts, aloft there fly, 
Like thickn'd ( louds,they ſteal away the Sky. 
T' attend this Earthly Jove,the World agrees 


Tn-landers leave their Homes, Sea-men the Seas 5 


Both Fzgliſh born,& thoſe that Neighbovrs are 5 
With Exultation cleave the yielding -;-. 
So in ſome Gardex,deckt with Flora's tide, 
Where all the Glories of the Spring reiide, 
There near a Waxen Canopy we ſee, 
Thouſands thus Buz about the Royal- Bee. 
Nature, at this Solemmnity Revives, 
And the glad Earth by James's Infllence Thrives 
Hills, Vallies, Woods, are dreſt in new Attire, 
April at its own Beauty does Admire, 
The wing'd Muſicians Carol 1n the Air, [ wear, 
'The Spacious Vieadows, Green-'Flufh Vante 
Nay.the pleas'd Heav'z's without aC loud appear 
While all the Flowers of the Spring do meet, 
And, than Arabian Spices, (mell more (weet, C 
The Mighty Par, the Mighty Pan to Greet. ), 
How (ſentible the Houſes are, 'tis Fe | 
Who but in Arras-Gowns the King will (ce. 
Walls, IFindows, Roofs, Tow rs, Steeples.all are let 
With (everal Zes, but the leaſt Glimpſe to get. 
And lo, the Coſtly Pomp is now in view, 
Which claims our [/order, and our Homage to00, 
The like of this Day's State not 7taly Sings, 
Conſular Triumphs, were but petty things : 
Pome to0 as ſhort of this in Shows, you't! find, 
A\s her Now Glorics, are from tliole _—_— 
rt 
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Triumphant Sight ! In this one Train we may 

Of all that's Noble, take a full Survey. 

Do Arms Delight ye ? Surfeit here your View 

On Troops, as can th' Inſulting World ſubdue. 

. Nay Learning here in its Perfe&tion ſhines, 
And Athens now to I eſtmiuſter Reſigns. 
Religion, Law, each her belt Charms diſplays, 
Chear'd by the Warmth of his Indulgent Rays ; 
Who gave His If ord,that he'll maintain the. State, 
His Word, Unalt'rable as the Book of Fate. 

VVholl (ay, the City Brethren, Miſers be, 
And bur bcholds,their this 7ays Fravery ? 
None, none; and by thcir Gallantry, all guels, 
Their Loyalty's the Caule of their Exceſs. 

VVhat Rich Attire the Spirit'al Lords array ! 
VVhat 1Maſſze Coronets Adorn the Lay ! 

Such Cloath of Gold and Silver, Kill my Brain 
My Opticks fail, and I grow Blind again. 
Arct- cancels jure leaving their Glorious Sphere 
Once-more themlelves have Bodity'd,and here « 
Reſolve, as agliſh Nobles to appear. C 

Princes who've (ti]] been waited on,now wait 
And Zowing here, they count tlicy (it 1n State. 

But fiay | — In this Terreſtial Galaxy, 

A Glitt ring Troop, of Beanties I deſcry, C 
V Vho Ravith with too Bright a Tyranny, 

Such J uſire ne're was (een in Thetis Train, 

V Vhen reſt rih” Native Jewels of the Main. 

Atcviry Look I take, new Charms ariſe, | Zys. 
Bright arc their Diamonds , Brighter aretheir 
And 


, 
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And in each Lovely Face, do plainly move, 
Un-number'd Signs of Beauty, Wit and Love: 
Shou'd Cold Diogenes theſe Fair Ones (ee. 
Pierc'd by their Darts he wou'd Enamour'd be. 
But what Freſh ObjeCt's this Invades my Eye, 
And bids my Soul gaze there Etternally ? 
Afſſur'd I'am, our Climatenever held 
Before a Beauty (o unparallel'd, 
All Heavenly Features joyn themſelves in one, 
To ſhew their Triumph in this Face alone 3; 
The Savages , that Worlhip the Suns Riſe, 
Wou'd hate their God, it they beheld theſe Eyes. 
The [[ealth She wears about her,more does hide 
Than it Adorns, Her Native Beanty's Pride. 
Mirrour of Heaven ! Wonder of the Earth ! 
Oh ! thou Bright Goddeſs of Celeſtial Birth ! 
Now C eſar's Glory Augmentable leems, 


| Since You appear,and deign to mix your Beams 


"Tis She ! "Tis F-zglands Queen whom thts we 
Queen long ago, and now Azoznted too. | view, 
The Crown, not Her, but She the Crown doesGrace 
Before She (way'd an Empire in Her Face. 

Had Virgil liv'd this Mary but to ſee, 

Didohad in Oblivion Slepr, and She : 
Had giv'n his Muſe, Her beſt Eternity: 

And now the Monarch of the Day's in ſight, 
From whom the relt receive their borrow'd Light, 
Who giving way, His Brighter Splendour own, 
fs Stars do vanith at th'approach o'th' Sur. 


Oh! 
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Oh ! whar a Flood of Virtues from Him flows ! 
How like a Ged Inſtall'd on Earth He ſhows ! 

Thus when the Thickeſt Darkneſs P-hwbus Shrowds, 
With greater Fulgence he breaks through the Clouds : 
Look on His Face, H:s Royal Mein but mind, 

And to be Traztors now, we muſt be bling. 
Mankind's Dclight! and Heavens chiefeſt Care, 

To via'ry, -as to's Crown the Lawfſal Heir. 

The World has always Shook at His Alarms, 

AtSea and Land Succeſs ſtill Crown 4 His Arms. 

Ye Bold Exc/:ders, fee your Injur'd Prince, 

And may this Sight You of your Crime convince, 
Crouch cronch; Kevellions Sirs, 8 Own your Inſolcnce 
Both how to Pardon, and Revenze, He knows, 

To Guard his Fr:c:as, and to Deſtroy his Fees. 
Down, down 1hen at His Feet without delay, 

With double Loyalty His wrongs repay ; 

Lay, lay Him in vour Hearts, and beg of Fate, 

He long may Reign, though He 13 Crown'd, but late, 
He ſhall ; for th' taing char's ſlowly's ſure done, / 
And He whom He:a:cn defigns to fix on's Throne, c 
It is the longer ſitting Him thercon. 

Ng more ſhall Lawleſs, Hair-brain'd Fa&ion Page, 
But may His Re:gn bring back the Golden eAge. 
May from His Sacred Confort's VVomb lncreaſe, 
Spring, Preſcnrt Joy, and Future Arcs 7 cace. 

Let's keep their Path, which He (a Szbjet? ) mage, 
V vho {till His King Unmurmuring Obey d. 

Let's think His Foes be Ours, as fo They are, 

Think on fiis 2farigr d batier. and beware. 

And ler this Sight, (though ended, ne're be done, 
But ler it ſtill, and ſtill be Though: upon, 

And Thought on, ev'n to Convert Rebellion, 
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